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SAMUEL BOYSK. 
Horn 1708, died 174;9. 


ON PLATONIC LOVE. 

Platonic Love ! — a pretty uaiuc 
For that romantic fire. 

When souls confess a mutual Hainc, 

Devoid of loose desne. 

' If this new dotVine once ])rove true, 
f own it bometlnnj^ o«ld is, 

That lovers should each other view 
i\s if they wanted bodies. 

If spirits thus can live embraced, 

The union may be Iust;np[; 

But, faith ! 'tis hard thc^ mind should feast. 
And keep its partr.ier fasting. * 

Nature (says Horace) is in tears. 

When her justpciaiin’s denied her ; 

And this platonie love appears 
To be a scrimp jirovider. 


b 
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S A VI U K L J <> n N S O N , 

limn J 70 f>, tli.ul 17K-J* 

SL MMnn. 

Pljci'hvis ♦ down the v'cstt'rn Rl.y, 

I'.'ir lu ri(M* iljflosi* t1»v lunuirjfj; rny, 

'I'liy hi^l ‘ t<* di'-.tant woilils supply, 

Aiul wakr* tlu'ia to tJic* faros oT day. 

C’oino, Pv<‘, tlio fiicnd of raro, 

(’onjo, (’ynlhia, ij>i'*on ot ' 

Hof o li ino witli n bicozo. 

Ami clioi'i* uio with .a I unbolt 

Ijfi\ tiu'- vvliori* fhi‘ vovdant Rrouinl 

Im'io” Niitiiic spioads; 

• Wlioia* tlio tivoi-ii wiili rosos crown’d. 

In sliowris us fi.ii:; 'oi ttdia^jc .--lioiJs. 


Impious’ (h<* pt'.'iOt fill Ivonr witli wino, 
Jjt't mii^'o dio rfloMjj r!i' t?i ovo ; 

Aroin.il tlio bm\J Jot inyrtlos twine. 
And o\ O' y strain lit tniiod to lo\e. 


t'ome, Stella, queen of all iny heart ! 

Coii^e, bom to till its vast desires , 
Thv looks i^rpotii.il joy p^ipart, ^ 
^hy \oice porpeiual f\>vc* inspires. 



EinVAHlf MPOIIE. 


Whilst all my^isL arid thnit* coinpK ttij, • ' 
By turns wt-Janj^iK^h aid we hum, 
gaits our sitfln. rejre.it# 

Our murmurs — muriiiuring hrookti n^uru. 

Bet me, vvlitui Nature calls tt> rest, 

And blushing skies ihe morn I'oictell, 

Sink on tin* down t>f Sre]l*i\s hri-ast. 

And bid tlft’ wakine* world [arewt ll. 


»: D \v A B 1) M O O R E , 
Horn 1711, 1 7 a 7 . 

'lilt j \:s1S 'I tin ii^irsn. 

• 

O tlioLi, lor wboTii ii>\ lyre 1 stiin^ ! 

<)l whom I spealk, ami third,, and sing 
I'lifiu t onsraul object ot' my joys. 
Whose svNeetiiess every wisn (‘inploys 1 
'I’hou dt'aiest oi thy sex aflenil, 

And hear the I.ovei ajfd tlie rriend. 

• ^ 

Fear n<it the poet's H utering strain : 
No idle praise verse shall slam : 
The lowly nuu^nTs shall m.pait 
^'he faithful du tati s <il’ rny heart ; 

Nor humble nioilesty offend, 

And part the Lov«rifrom the FAcnd. 



EDWARD MOORE. 


Not'^ifitant is the cruel, 'Ry ' 

That tears me frdm iiiy hope* away : 
Then frcRvn not, Fairest ! if I try 
To toteal tlie moisture frt>ni your eye ; 

Or force your heart a sigh to send, 

To mourn the liover and the Fiicnd. 

No perfect joy my life e’er knew, 

Hut what arose from love and you ; 

Nor can I fear another pain 
Than'^your uiikindness or disdain ; 

Then let your looks their pity lend. 

To cheer the Lover and the Friend. 

Whole years 1 strove against the flame, 
And suffer'd ills that want a name; 

Yet still the puintul secret kept, 

4pd to myself in silence wept ; 

Till, grown unable to coniend, 

1 own’d the Lover and the Friend ! 

I saw you still.— Your generous heart 
In all my sorrows tore a part : 

Yet, wUvlc your eyes w.,th pity glow’d, 
No' words of hope your tongue bestow’d 
But, mildly, bid me ceas|} to blend 
name of Lover with the Friend. 

Sick With desire, and mad with pain, 

1 seek fof happiness ^irvain: 



EDWARD MDORE* 
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*Thou lovely I to tli«e I cry, 

14edl nae with kindness* or I die , 

From sad despdir my «oul defend, 

And fix the Lover and the Fiiend ’ 

Curs’d be all wealth, that ran destroy 
My utmost hope of earthly joy ’ 

Thy gifts,/) fortune^ I resign, 

Li t her and poverty be mme ♦ 

And every jear that life shall iend^ 

Shall blens the Lover and the Friend. 

In vain, nlas^ in vain 1 strive 
1 o keep a dj ing hopt alivt ’ 

The last sad remedy reinams , 

’Tis aosenceVh It must ht il in\ pains, 
Thy image from my bosom lend, 

And forcL thej^over tioin iht 1 niiid 

Vain thought ’ though se as between us roll, 
Ihy love is rooted in in^ soul , 

The vital flood that jyarms my heart 
M ith thy uUa must depart, 

And death’s derisive stiokt inii^t 
At once the Lover and the rnend. 
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I LLIAI^i SliENSTONK. 

^ Born dipd 1703. 

THE /.ANDSCArc. 

How nlon«^c(l within iny native bowers» 
F'Towliilo I pass'd the day ! 

Was t'ver seme so decked with flowers; 
VVcMc ever flowers so pray? 

Ilov, sweetly smiled the lull, the vale, 
Ami all the lamlseape toiiud ! 

The river qrlidinpf down the dale, 

The hill wjtb beeches crown'd ! 

(Put now, when ur{ 2 red by tender woes, 
r speivl to meet ihy dear ; 

That lull and stream my zeal oppose, 
Ami check my fond career. 

Mo more, since Daphne was rny theme, 
Their wonted charms I see : 

Tliat veidant lull and silver stream 
Divide my love and me. 


THK scholar’s relapse. 

By the siile of a ^rovc, at the loi^ of a hill, 

Where whisper'd tlie beech, and where murmuVd the 
rill 

I vow'd to the lit uses my tiinj* and my care, 

Since peiilier could win me die smiles at my fair. 



THOMaS CyRW'. 

Free ? ranged like*th4.birdB, Jike the free I 

And D^a's loved name sca^rce etco^ed firom my 
tongue : 

But if once a smooth accent delighted my ear, 

I should wish, unawares, that my Delia ini^ht hear. 

With fairest idcos my bosom I stored, 

Allusive to none^jut the nymph I adored; 

And the more I with study my faticy refined, 

The deeper impression she made on my liiind. 

So long as of nature the charms I pt]rsuo, 

I still must my Delia*s dear image renew) 

The Graces have yielded with Delia to rove. 

And the Muses are all in alliance with Love** 


T H O Jd A S (; R A Y , 

Born 17lti, died 17^1. 
aMATOHY LINES. 

With beauty, with pleasure surrounded, to hinguish — 
To weep without knowing tfie cause of his anguish ; 

To start from short sluinl^Ts, and wish te th^^oniin^f : 
To close my dull eyes when [ see it returning 
Sighs sudden and frequent, Io(»k.s ever dejected, 

Words that steal froffi my tongue, but no meaning con- 
ifccted ! — 

Ah, say, fellow swains, how these symptoms befel me?^ 
TlfTy smtle, ^iit reply n%t*-sure Delia can tell me! * 
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MARK 'AKfeNfilDE, 
Born 1721, died 1770. 


The fehapo alone let others prize. 

The features of the fair; t 

I look for spirit in her eyes, 

Anti meaninff in her air. 

A damask check, an ivory arm, 

Shall iie*er iny wishes win ; 

Give me an animated form 
That speaks a mind within. 

A face where awful hcnour shines, 
AVhere sense and sweetness iiiove. 

And angel innocence refines 
The tendei ness of love. 

These are the soul of Beauty's frame, 
Without wliosf* vit^i aid, 

^nfiu'sh'd all her features seem. 

And ull her roses dead. 

•f 

But, ah ! where both tb€ir charms unite, 
How perfect is the view ; 

With every image of delight. 

With graces ever f.ew. 



JOSrpfl ^ARTON. 
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Of pow8r t^chariTL the g^eatcsttiWoe; 

The wiloiRt ragi control, 
Ditfueing mildness o*er th^brow, 
And rapture through the soul* 

Their power but faintly to express 
A.11 Janguage must despnir ; 

But go, behold Arpasia’s fate, 

A lull read it.porfect there. 


JOSEPH W A Jl T O N , 

Botn 1722, dkd IbOO. 

ON THE SPRING. TO A LADY. 

• 

Lo ! Sj)ring, array’d in prinirose-colour'd robe, 

Fresli beauties sheds on each enliven’d scone. 

With sh(»wers and sunshine cheers the smiling globe, 
And mantles hill and dale in glowing green. * 

All nature feels her viuil hea^ around, 

The pregnant glebe no^ bursts with foodful grain ; 

With kindly warmth alie opes the froa^n ^pundu 
And with new life informs the teeming plain. 

She calls the fishet Iroro their oosy beds, 

And animates the deep with genial 1ov«; 

She hids the herds bound sportive o'er the mead, 
Aiid*wiifi glad songs gwakes the joyous grove. . 
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WlLLt/(M MASON. 


No more th(^ glaring roaii|^ ii»r prey, 
All-powerful Love subdues his savage soul 

To find his spotfed ni.ite he darts away, 

"W’hile gentler thoughts the tliirst of blood control. 

But, nh ! while all is warmth and soft desire, 

While all around Spring’s cheerful influence own. 

You leel not, Amoret, her quickeiung lire, 

To Spring's kind iriflucnee a foe alftne. 

W I L J. I A M M A S O N . 
lioni 1725, fifed I7fi7. 

SONG. 

When first T dared, by soft surprise, 

'W) breathe my Jove i/i Flavia’s car, 

1 saw the mix’d sensations rij/ 

Of trembling joy and pleasing fear ; 

ITer cheek forgot its rosy hue, 

For what has art with love to do t 
But soon the crimson glow return’d, 

Ere half my pa^kion was expiess’d, 

The eye that closed, #h€ cheek that burn’d, 

The qijiycring lip, the^^aiiting breast, 

Sho%H[l that she wish’d or thought me true; 

For what has ao-t with love do ? 

Ah I speak, T cried, thy soft^asaent: 

Shi strove to speak, she could but sigii ; 

A glance, p^re heavenly eloquent, 

^eft, language nothifig*to supply, 



OI.IVER 0<»tD^MITtI. 


Slic press’d my haifljj with fervour new? 

For •'hat has art with love to do ? 

Ye practised nymphs, who, from yourelwrms, 
By Fashion's rules, enjoy your skill ; 
Torment your swains with false alarms, 

And, ere yofi cure, pietend to kill : 

Still, still your sex’s wiles pursue, 

Siuh tricks stie leaved to art ^jncl you. 

Secure of native powers to ]dease, 

My Fla via s(oriis ill mean preti’nee; 
lier ioim is elepanee and ease, , 

Her soul is truth and innocenee ; 

And these, O heartfelt extasy ! 

She i^^ives to honour, iQve, and me. 


O L r V i: R , G O L 1) S M I T H 

liorti 1728, divfi 177K 

STANZAS ON WOMAN. 

V\ hen lovely woman «toops to folly, 

And liruls too ^te that men betray, 

\\ hat charm can soothe her nielarlc holy? 
hat art cai^ wash her guilt away t 

• The only art her guilt to cover. 

To bide her shame from every eyif 
To give repentance to her lov^r, 

Aud wring his kJosoin is — to diet 
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Ej:)WARD LOVIBONC 
Bom — , died 1775. 

TO KITTY. 

Amid thy native mountains, Cambrian Fair! 

Were some lone ylant support erl Hy thy can*, 

Sav’d from the blast, from winter’s chilling powers, 
In veruaf suns, in vernal shades and showers. 

By thee, reviving ; did the favor’d tree 
Exist, and blorsom, and mature by thee ; 

To that selected plant did Heaven dispense, 

With vegetable life, a nobler sense ; 

Would it not bless thy virtues? gentle maid ! 
Would it nor woo thy beauties to its shade 1 
Bid all its buds in rich luxuriance shoot, 

To crown thy summer with. autumnal fruit; 

Spread all its leaves, a pillow to thy rest; 

Give all its flowers to languish on thy breast; 
Reject tJie tendrils cf the uxorious vine, 

And stretch its longingi, arms — to circle thine ? 

,Yes ; in creation’s intellect^ial reign, 

Wherl^lllel senae^ reason, with progressive chair 
Dividing, blending, form th^ harmonious whole . 
Tliat plant am I distinguished ,hy a soul. 

u — — 

What l^d me seek another lair. 

In untried paths female wiies ? 



JOHN CUNNiNOHAM. 


And posies w^avft of other hair, 

And bask secu]^ in otlf^r smiles ? 
friendly stars no longer prize, 

And bght niy course by otlier eyA f 
Ah, no ! — my dying lips shall close, 
Unalter’d love, as faith, professing; 
Nor, praising him V^ho liie bestows, 
Forget wIkv makes that gift a blessing 
My last addu'ss to heaven is due, 

The last but one is all — to you. 


JOHN CUNNINGltAM. 

B(ym 1729, died 1773. 

H9LIDAy*GOWN. 

« 

In holiday goun, and my new-fangled hat, 

Last Monday I tripi^d«to the iair; 

1 held up my head, and 1*11 tell you for what,- 
Brisk lloger I guess’d would be thei e : 

He wooes me to marry whenever* we meet. 
There’s hooey sure dwells on his tongue ! 

He hugs me so close, and^he ki^ses so sweet. — 
J’d wed — ^if 1 were not too young. 

Fond Sue. 1*11 assure you, laid hold on the boy, 
(The«vixen would tain be his bride,) 

fiome token she claim’d, either ribbon or toy 
And bwonskthat she’d not be denied 
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JOHN CUNNINGHAM. 


A top-knot he bouirht her, aurf giirters of greets — 
Peft Sir an was cnit My stviy(g; 

I hate her so much tliat, to kill her with splejn^ 

I’d wed— il>fl were not too young. 

,He whispei'd such soft pretty things in mine ear ! 

He flatter’d, he ))romis’d, and swore ! 

Such trinkets he gave me, such laces and geer, 

That trust me, — iny pockets ran o’er; 

Some ballads he bought me; tin* best he could flml, 
And sweetly their burden he sung; 

Good faith V he’s so handsome, so witty, and kind, 

I’d wed — if I were not too young. 

The sun was just setting, ’twas time to retire, 

(Our cottage was distant a mile) ; 

I rose to be gone — Roger bow’d like a squire, 

And handed me over the stile : ‘‘ 

His arms he threw round me — love laugh’d in his eye 
He led me the meadows ainoi^. 

There press’d me so close, I agreed, with a sigh, 

To wed — for I was not too young. 


FANNY OF 'I HE DALE. 

l.et the declining damask ros« ^ 

With envious look grow jmle : 

The tWitnmer bloom more freely glows 
In Fanny /of the dale. 



Juilli 8CJ1T. 
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Ib a sweet tliat deeVs t)ie field, 

• Or scents tlfe iwrniii<^ ^ale ; 

Can such a verna1crap:raiice yield. 

As Fanny of the dale? 

The painted bdlcs, at court rever'd, 

Look lifeless, cold, and stale : 

How faint their beauties, when compar'd 
With Fanny of the dale ! 

The willows*l)ind Pastora's l^^ows. 

Her fond advances fail : 

For Damon pays his warmest vows 
To Fanny ot the dale. 

• 

Must honest truth at last succeed, 

A.iid artless love prevail ; 

Thrice happy could h^ tune his reed 
With FannjP^of the dalel 


J O It VJ SCOTT, 

or AMW'I'T.L. 

Uoni 1730, rfiirf 1783. 

WRlTTLN ^FTLR IIL^DINO SOMB MODKRN LoVB, 
VKRSISS. ” 

Take hence this tiii^'ful trifler's lays ! 
ril hear no more th’ unmeaning^ strain 
Of ■Venus' doves, and Cupid's darts, 

And killing eyes, and wounded hei||{rts : 



2i WILLIAM FA^LCONKR. 

All Flattery’s round of fulsome praise, 

A 11 Falseh ^od’s cant of fable^ain. 

Bring me the Muse whose tongue lias told 
Love’s genuiif..^ plaintive, tender tale ; 

Bring im. the Muse whose sounds of woe, 
^Midst Death’s dread scenes, so sweetly flow^ 
When Friendship’s faithful breast lies cold, 
When Beauty’s blooming cheek is pale ; 

Bring these — 1 like their grief sincere ; 

It soothes my sympathetic'gloom ; " 

For, oh ! ^iove's genuine pains I’ve borne, 
And Death’s dread rage has made me mourn | 
I’ve wept o'er Friendship’s early bier. 

And dropp’d the tear on beauty’s tomb. 

\.^ILLIAM jFALCONER. 

Bom 1730, died 1769. 

A nymph of every charm, possess’d 
That native virtue gives, 

Within my bosom, all -confess’d, 

Tn bright idea lives. 

For her iny iremblinc: numbers play 
Along the pathless deep, 

Wlijh* -adly social wiiii my lay, 

The winds in concert weep. 

If beauty’s sacred influence charms 
'^he rage of adverse fate, 

Say, why the pleasing, soft alarms, 

Such crhel paners create! 



WILLIAM FA&COHEV 
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Sipce all her tbotilkbts, by aense refin’d. 
Unartful truth ^presa* *' 

Sayt wherefore sense and truth ar^join’d 
To give my soul distress ? 

If when her blooming lips I preM, 

Which vernal fragrance fills, 

Through all myveius the swoct excess 
In trcnjbling motion thrills ; 

Sny, whence this scerht anguinh grows, 
Congenial with my joy ? 

And why the touch, where pleasure glows, 
Should vital peace destroy ? 

If when my Fair, in melting song 
Awakes the vocal lay, 

Kot all your nojtes ye Fhocian throng 
Siuli pleasing sounds convey; 

Thus wrapt all o’er with fondest love. 

Why heaves tlfis broken sigh ? 

For then my blood forgets to move: 

I gaze, adore, and die. 

Accept, my charming maid, the straia 
Which you alone^nspire ; 

To thee llie dying strings complain, 

That quiver on my lyre. 

Ol give this blq^nl mg bosom case, 

« That knows no joys but thee ; 

Teach itie thy happy art to please, 

OiMli^gn to love like me ! 


c. 



JOHN L A'N G U O R E, 

Born 1735, d>a 1779. 

TO MISS tKACnOPT, 

WAAPPET> ROUND A NOhFf AY OF VXOLBTS. 

Dear object of my late and eaifty pra>er' 

Source of iny ^oy » and bolace of my care f 
W gentle iricndship such a chaiin can give, 

As makes me wish, ind tellh me how, to live. 

To thee the Muse, withgiateful hand, would bung 
'lhese*fiiatVair cluldien of the doubtful Spring. 

O may they, foaikss of a \ar)ing sky, 

BJ[(Ooni on thy brt ist, and smile In ncath thine eye. 
In fairer lights then \i\id bjje tlisjilay, 

And sweeter bicathe thur little livts away ! 

• 

THOMAS PENROSE. 

JSojn 1713, dticl 177'k 

TO viss s. 

The fates ordain, we must obe} 

This, this IS doom d lb be the ^l||| 

The hoin <>f u u diuws n<flRr 
'The tnger ticu, with busy caref1|p 
Then instrunuins of death 
And banish i^v^-ry feai. 



tROHAft I^ENXOIR. 




The martial tfumpets cam to arnii^ 

Each breast with Aich an ardour wanna 
As Britons only know: 

The 6ag^ of battle waving high, 

Attracts with joy each Briton's eye ; 
With terror strikes the foe. 

Amidst this nobly awful scene, 

Ere yet fell ^laughtcV's rage* begin, 

Ere death his conquests swell i 
Let me to Love this tribute pay. 

For Mary frame the parting lay— 
Perhaps, my last ** farewcU*!’* 

For since full low among the dead— • 
Must many a gallant youth be laid, 

Ere this diy’s work be o’er : 
Perhaps, ev’n I, with joyful eyes 
That saw this mdming’s sun arise, 

Shall see it set no more. 

My love, th^ evct bunift so troeiT 
That but thee no wilhes kne%'‘ 

My heart’s fom^i, best desire 1 
Shall be remembered even in dead 
And only with my latest breath, 

With life's last pang expire. 

• 

And when, dear maid, my fate yOu hegei 

(Surely Amanda one'teq^p 



2C ANNA L^Tl^fA 8ARBAULD. 

' j 

^ Demands^ one sigh !} 

My past sad err<^, €) forgive ! 

Let njy (ew virtues only live, 

My follies with me die. 

But, haipk ! the voice of battle calls I 
Loud thundering from the towcry walls* 
Now roan the hostile gun . 

Adieu* dear maid, — with ready leet 
1 go, prepared the 'worst to meet: 

Thy will, O God, be done I 


ANNA LETITIA BARBAULD. 

Bom 1743, dud 1825. 

60 N 0 . 

Come here, fond youth, whoe’er thou be, 

That boasts to lo\e as well as nic; 

And it thy breast have felt so wide a wound, 
Come hither and thy flame approve ; 
ril teach thee what it is to love. 

And by what maiks truj passion may be found. 

It o tojja all bath’d in tbars; 

To live ujMn a smile for years ; 

To lie wholo'ages at a beauty's feet; 

To kneel, to languish, and implore ; 

And'ibtill, though she disdain, adore: 

It is to do all this, and think thy 6uflrerir|g§ sweet 



ANNA LETimnAaiAOLD, 


It is to gaze upon ^ei|eyas ^ 

With eager joy and surprise } 

Yet temper'd with such chaste and awft;^ fear 
As wretches feel who wait their doom ; 

Nor must one ruder thought presume 
Though but in whispers breath’d to meet her ear* 

It is to hope, though hope were lost ; 

Though heaven and earth thy passion orost ; 
Though she were bright as'saintefUqueens abovci 
And thou the least and meanest swain # 
That folds his flock upon the plam^ 

iet if thou dar’st not hope» thou dost not love. 

• 

It is to quench thy joy in tears ; 

To nurse strange doubts and groundless fears ; 
If pangs of jealousy jhou htftt not proved 
Though she were Ibnder and more true 
Than any nymph old poets drew, 

Oh never (beam again *that thou hast lov’d. 

If when the darling maid is gone. 

Thou dost not seek to be alone. 

Wrapt in a pleasing trance of tender woe ; 

And muse, and fuld th^ languid arms. 

Feeding thy fancy on her cliarms, 

Thou dost not love, for^love is nourish’d so* 

If apy hopes thy bbsom share 

But those which love has planted there« 

Or any cares but bis thy breast enthraU* 
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JOHMr LOaAN. 


Thou never yet his power l^st«known ; 

Love BiU on a despotic thr;piie, 

And reigns a tyrant if he reigns at all. 

u 

Now i^* thou art so lost a thing, 

Here all thy tender sorrows bring, 

And prove whose patience longest can endure. 
We*n strive whose fancy shall be lost 
In dreams of fondest fancy most : 

For if thou thus bast lov'd/ oh, newr hope a cure* 


J 9 H N LOGAN. 

Born 17 18, died 1788. 

Maria, come I Now Jet us rove ; 

Now gather garlands in the grove. 

Of every new-sprung flower ; 

We’ll hear the warblings o? the wood ; 
We’ll trace the windings of the flood: 
O come thou, fairer than the bud 
Unfolding in a shower ! 

Fair as the lily of the vale, 

it's bosom to the gale, 

And opens in the sun ! 

And sweeter than thy favourite dove, 
The Venus of the vernal grtlVe, 
AniCouncing to the choirs of love 
Their time oi bliss begun ! 



jpu|r LOOAN. 
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NoW| now tliy Sprinnoflifc appears t 
Fair m the morning of thy j^eurs, 

And May of beauty crown’d : 

Now vernal visions meet thine eyes, 

Poetic dreams to fancy ii«e, 

And brighter days in better skies ; 

Elysium blooms around ! 

• 

Now is the morning of thy day*: 

Idut, all 1 the morning flies away, 

And youth is on the wing ; 

*Tis Nature’s voice — * O ! pull ll^ rose, 

Now while the ))ud in beauty blows, 

Now while it’s opening leaves disclose 
The incense ot the S^^ing 1 ’ 

What youth, high -favour’d of the skies, 

What youth shall ^in the brightest prize 
That nature has in store? 

Whose conscious eyes shall meet with thine f 
Whose arms thy yielding waist entwine I 
Who, ravish’d with thy charms divine, 
Require of lIiMven no more ? 

• 

Not happier the primeval pair, 

WTien new'-niade t'orth, supremely fair. 
Smil'd III her firgni Spring; 

all was fair to God’s own eye ; 

When stars consenting sung on high, 

And all Heaven’s ehonus made the sky 
With hallelujahs ring! 



CHARLES JAMES FOX. 
Born ]74‘8 died ISOC. 


Wliere the loveliest expression to features is Join’d, 

By Nature’s most delicate pencil design’d ; 

Where blushes unhidden, and smiles without art, 
Speak thb'^softness and feeling that dwell in the heart ; 
Where in manners, enchanting, no blemish we trace, 
But the soul ke^ps the promise we had troin the face ; 
Sure philosophy, reason, and coldm^ss must prove 
Defences unequal to shield us from Jove : 

Then tell me, mysterious j^nebanter, oli, tell ! 

By what wonderful art, by what iriagical siiell, 

My heart is so fenc’d that for once I am wise. 

And gaze witliout rapture on Anioret's eyes ; 

’i’liat my willies, which never were bounded before, 
Are here bounded by friendslvip, and ask for no more f 
Is it reason ? — No ; that my wliole life will belie, 

For who so at variance as reason and I ? 

Ambition, that fills up each chink of my heart, 

N ornnvpwsv/iny softer sensation a part ? 

O, no ! for in this all the world must agree, 

One folly was never sufhcieiit fbr me. 

Is my miud on distress too intensely employ’d,,. 

Or by pleasure relax'd, by variety cloy'd ? 

For this only, enjoyment and pain 

Bo^lMKlti the spriims Jf those nerves which tliey 



•lAftES GRAEME. 
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That I’ve felt each reverse that from fortune can flow, 
That I’ve tasted each bliss that the hafpicst know, 
Has still been the whimsical fate of my lifef 
Where anguish and joy have been ever at strife : • 

But, though vers’d in extremes both of pleasure and 
pain, 

I am still but too ready to feci them again. 

If, then, for thisfince in my life, J am free. 

And escape from a snare might catch wise^than me { 
^TU that beauty alone but imperfectly charms ; 

For though biightness may dazzle, ’tis kindness that 
warms : • 

As on suns in the winter with pleasure we gaze^ 

But feel not their warmth, though their splendour we 
praise, • 

So beauty our just Almiration may claim, 

But love, and love only, the heart can enflame t 


JAMES G 11 A E M E . 

Bom m9,died 1772. 

Farewell, companions <4 my secret sighs, 

Love-haunted streams, and vales besprent wiin ucw i 
Pensive 1 see the ridgy hills arise, 

Which must for ewer hide you from my view. 

A fleeting shadow was my promis'd peace. 

The baseless fabric of a dream, my rest ; 

1 laid me down in conflUdlice of case, 

^nd meedlosB soitow burst my bleeding breast. 



34 JAMES GRAE)<Bi^ 

I ( • • 

See, yonder Beets the visionary scheme, 

The fond illuiion of a bimple mind — 

The sweetr of love, — the solitary sti earn, 

The fragrant meadow, and the w hispering wind. 

Say, xny Eliza ! was it fancied bliss 

You used to picture, by yon lalling rill ? 

O, say, where is it t — must it end in diis ? 

O still deceive, ana I’ll believe you still I 

Say fortune yet baa happier days in More, 

Baya big with transport, and with raptures new { 
. O I say Em your^a, f ask, I hope no more ; 

But only say ao, and TU think it true. 

But whither wanders my discemperjd brain, 

On seas of fancy and vagary tosf ? 

Before me lies a bleak extended )>lain. 

And love and rapture arcTor ever lost I 

Night, raven-wing’d usurps her peaceful reign ; 

Sleep’s lenient balsam stills the voice of woe; 

A keener breeze breathes o’er the lowly ]tlain, 

And pebbly rills in deeper inurmurs flow. 

The paiy moon tnrougn yonti^|^||reary grove, 

The screech-owl’s haunt, feeble ray ; 

The plumy warblers, quit the song of love, 

^ And dandle, blumb'niig, on the dewy spray. 

The mastifl, conscious of the^lorer’s tread, 

With f^okeful yell the hst’ning Maid alafms. 



'‘^UARD BRIKtLFY SRVRIDAK. 
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Who, loosely rob’df fdfsakes tjje dowtty d^, 

And springs reserveli^ss to his longing arms 

O, happy he I who, with the maid he loves, 

Thus toys, endearing, on the twilight green, 

While all is rapture, Cupid’s self apjiroves, 

And Jove, consenting, veils the tender scene. 

O, happy he 1 by gracious fate allow'd, 

At dusky eve, fb clasp die teiuU'r waist, 

Press the soft lip, dissolve the silky shrouds 
And feel the heavings of a love-sick breast 

Once mine the bliss : — But now, with plaintiil^ care, 

I, lonely wandering, tune the voice of woo I 
And, patient, Inave the chilly midnight aift 

Where wild woods thicken, and where watefii f 


EICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN. 

Born 17al, dted 1816. 

Mark’d you her cheelt of roseate hue 7 
Mark’d you her of radiant blue ?— - 
That eye, in liquid cucles moving!* 

That cheek, abi^h’d at man’s approving I 
The one I^vWs arr<»w8 darting round, 
•The other blushing at the wound. 



RicnAttD UniMiLET Ajukhidak* 

BWAiiMI Tfi^lant b<&Dfy moves. 

Or musie's ^ witb sounds divine^ 
flunk ho%the vaptoroug ohsrm improves 
W^eA two such gifts together joltt* 

Where Cupid’s bow, and Phcebus* lyre, 

In the same powerful hand are found, 
Where lovtly eyes inflame desiic, 

And trembling notea are tajigHt to wound. 

Enquire not out the matchless Fair 
Who can this double death bestow, 

If her enchanting voice you hear, 

Oi view her eyes, too aoon you'll know I 


Dried be that tear, ray gentlest Love 1 
Be hush’d that struggling ^igh. 

Not Sc Ison’s day, noi Fate shall prove 
I^loie h\ d, more true than I , 
llu'«h’(l be tlidt sigh, be dry that tear , 
Cease boding doubt, c«asc anxious fcai. 

c 

D6st agk how long iny vows shall stay, 
When all that’s new is past 7 
How long f my Delia, can I »iy, 

How lung my hie will last ^ 

Dried be that tear, be hush’d that sigh, 
At least 1 11 lo\ e thcc till 1 die 



SIRirOill# HOOMI. 




4luAiglit luB^t 

TbiB iliought of ^Ivia^f , 

Thi^ only fteathea (idv fm 

Muai liald that faithllid f 
HiKli'd be that sigli, be di^ tihRt'tearp' 

Nor iet us lose oar heaven while here f 
• , -11 ■ 

SIR JOHN MOORE. 
%pr» 1756, diedJ780. 

Cease to blame my meiancboly, 

Though with sighs and folded arms, 

I muse in silence on her chayns t 
Censure not — 1 know 'lis folly. 

Yet, these mournful thoughts possessing^ 
Such deligl\^ I fimf in grief, 

That, could heaven allurd relief, 

My fond heart would scorn the blessing. 


TO . 

If in that breast, so good, so pure, 

Compassion ever lo^d to dwell, 

Pity the sorro^!^ i»endure, 

U he cnuse^l must not — dare not telL 

The grief tha^on my ^uiet preys, 

That rends my heart, that checks mg tongue, 
I tear will last me all my days, 

Rut feel It will not last me long. 



w I L Lijui 

’ mr* 

TO A tUFT Of EARLY TlOLKT^^v. 

Sweot flowers that from your humble beds 
Ulus prematurely dare to rise, 

And trust youi uiinrotected heads 
To cold Aquarius' wat’ry skies ; 

Retire, retire, the&e tepid aim 
Are not the genial brood of lif«y ; 

That sun with light malignant glsrof, 

And flatters only to betray* 

• • 

Stern winter’s reign is not yet 

Lo, while your buds prepare to hloW| 

On icy pinions comes the blast,* 

And nips your root aud lays you low. 

Alas, for such ungentle doom ! 

Rut I wi]|I shield you; and supply 
A Icindjiier soil on which to bloom, 

AHobler bed on which to die.^ 

Come then — ere yet the momfngi tny 
Has dmok the dew that gemsyotit crea^ 
And drawn your balmiest Sweets away ; 

O and grace my 4^vfA*s breast. 



Ye ^rooiif y® 

What intin^ 

Yo«irlDti^ with |pveii«at 
Andh^fea^ ^eir lea ires wfth 

*■ 

for ther^has liberal Nature Jelw^ 

Her mhcs po ie stores of art, 
added to the vigixroas mind. 

The soft, th| sympathisltig heart. 

• 

Come then — ere yet the morning ray 
H.tfc drunk the dew that gems your crest, 
And drawn ypur balmiest sweets away ; 
O'^oome and grace my Anna’s breast. 

01 I should think,— that fragrant bed 
hlight 1 but hppe with you to share^— 
Years of anxiety It paid, 

Dy pn® short hour of transport there ! 

Mere blest than me, thus shall ye lire 
Your day ; and when ye die, 

Sweet dowers I the grateful Muse shall |(|re 
A verse •, the eoirowin^ Maid, a sig^ 

Wbilw T/ bl®9 1 di^nt date, 

Mix With thf) dug^t from whence I eami 
Without;, a weep my fate,' 

a Slone to tell my name. 
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' WILl/lA!^ Oir/?ORD. 


WRITTEN TWj YEARS AVIf^a THE PRECEDING. 
< 

1 wish I wns wlirre Anna lies! 

For 1 fini sick of liiion ing here ; 

And every hour aft'oction cries 
' ‘Go, and pfirtuke lier humble bier!' 

I wish I could ! for when she died 
I lost my all ; ond life has piov'd 

Si net' that sad hour a dii'ary void, 

A \^aste U'lh'Vt ly and unlov’tl. — 

liut who, whc^i I «iui turn’d to clay, ^ 

Shall duly Uj her grave repair; 

And ])luck the ragged moss away, 

And weeds that have ‘ no business there ?’ 

t 

And who with pious hand shall hring 

The flowers she cherish’il, snow-drops cold. 

And violets that unheeded spi mg, 

To scatter o’er her hallow’d mould ? 

And who, while Memory loves to dwell 
Upon her name, for ^'ver dear, 

Shall feel his heart with passion swell, 

And pour the bitter, bitter tear i 

I did it ; and would Fate altew, 

Should visit still, should still deplore — 

JBut iWulth and strength have left me now. 

And I, alas f can weep no more. 



WILLIAM SOTIinBY 


Take 4hen, sweet fhaiil! tliis^iimple 
The last I ofter at shrine ; • 

Thy j^rave must Iheii iindecL’d rernaii^ 

And all thy moniury fade with mint*. 

And can thy soft persuisn** look, 

Thy voic.o tliat ihiehi wijh music vie, 

Thy air, thal ever) r l • ik. 

Thy iuatclilcst#elo»|uem*e of eye, 

Thy spirits, frolicsome as eood, 

Thy couiMOfc, by no ills dii>m.iy’d, 

Thy pal I on ee by no wrongs .subdu'd^ 

Thy g<iy good humour — can they “ fade.” 


W 1 L L I \ M S () 1 JI K B Y . 

Horn 17 o7, dii'd Idoo. 

A K A N t Y a K L T c ll . 

I knew u gentle maid : I nc'^r shall view 
Her like again ; and y^*t the vi.lg.'ir eye 
Might pass the tlianns I traci’d regardles.s by; 
For pale her check, luiiirnk’d with roscare Imc, 
Nor beam’d from hei^mild e)e a dazzling glance, 
Nov«flai»ii’d her nameless graces on the 
Yet Beauty iievci woke such pure delight. 

Fine was heV form, as Hiauk'- in the dances 
I) . 





Het voic<' was muaic,^n her bileivcc dwtlt ^ 
Expression, e^/ery look instinct with thought 
Though olt her mind, by youth to laptuu wi ought, 
Struck forth wild wit, and fancies e\er new, 

/rhe lightest touch of woe her soul would melt 
And on Inr lips, wlun gleam’d a lingering smile, 
Pity’s Warn t< ir gusli d dov\n her chetk tin while; 
lh> like, thou gentU m iid ' 1 lu tr sli ill vuw 


11 <) B 1 11 r BURNS, 
2Joj7i 17 o 9, dud 1706 

ADDKLSs 10 IIIL WOOD>LARK. 

O, Stay, swtet wnhling wood-liik, stay 
Noi qiutii^rmc tlu ti cm bling spray ; 

A hapUss lover courts th> Iiy, 

'Ihy ■^ootiung loiul (unipla^^g. 

Ap nil, igiui that ttndcr part, 

Ihit I ina) (itQh thy melting ait, 

I’oi sunly ill it wad touch liLrhtaif, 
liu kills nic wi disdaining 

Sav, was thy little mite unkind, 
c And hi aid thee as tlu careless wnul I 
Oh, nocht but love and soriow join’d, 
Sic notes o w^c could wauken ’ 



Thou tfctls o* #3i%r 

O^ spceclilesa and 4<uribt<lejApair t 
Fdr pity's s&ke, sweet bird fift msii^ t 
Or my poor heart is brokeu ! 


OROVCS o’ SWFLr MVUTLE. 

• 

Their grove*? o' eweet myrtle kt foreign laiulf reckon, 
Where bright-beaming summeis ex.Ut the pci fume; 
Far dearer to me yon lone glen o' green breckan, 

Wi’ the burn stealing under the long yellow broom. 

Far dearer to me arb yon hupiblc broom bowersf 
Where the hlue-bel|| and gowan lurk lowly unseen; 
For there, lightly tripping arnang the wild flowers, 

A listening the linnet, aft wanders my Jean. 

Tho* rich is the breeze in their gay sunny valleys, 

And cauld Caledonia’s blast on the wave ; 

Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the proud 
palace, — 

Wliat arc they ? — The flaunt of the tyrant and slave I 

The slave’s spicy foresti^ and gold bubbling fountiiillf, 
The Jirave Caledonian vieyrs wi’ disdain ; ^ 
lie wanders as free as the winds of his mountains, 
Save love’s willing fetters, the chiUliS hli 





, KORBUT UlJflNS. 


PARBWBLt 1% NANCy. 

AeVond kiss, and tlien'wc sever! 

Ae farewell, alas, for ever ! 

Deep in heart-wrinifr tears I'll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage ihee, 
Who shall say that lortune grieves him, 
W'hile the star of ho2>e she leaves him? 
Alc.^nae cheerfu* twinkle lights nu*} 

Dark despair aiound benights me. 

I’ll ne’er hiamc my partial fancy, 

Naething could resist my Nancy: 

Dut to see her, was to love he** ; 

Dove but her, and love for ever. 

Had we never lov’d sae kiiMly, 

Had we never lov’d sae blindly, 

Never met — or never parted, 

We had ne'er been broken-hearted. 

Fare thee woel thou first and fairest ! 

Fare thee weel thwt best and dearest I 
There be ilka joy and tjreasure. 

Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure i 
Ac fond kiss and then we sever ! 

A fareweel, alas, for ever ! ^ 

D^p in heart-rung tears I’ll pledge theef 
Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee. 



RO«ElV Bt*RKS. 
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TO MARY *1N HLAVBK, _ 

Thou lingering star, with lessening ray^ 

That lov’st to greet the early morn, 

■ Again thou uslier’st in the day 
My Mary from uiy soul was torn. 

O Mary ! dear departed shade ? 

Where is thy place of blisslul rest ? 

Scest tlion thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hcar’st thou the groans that rend his hreSst ? 

Tliat sacred hour can J forget? 

Can I forget the hallow’d grove, 

Where hy the winding Ayr we met, 

To live one d.-tf of parting love t 

• 

Eternity will not ctffico 

Those U’coids dear of transports past; 

Thy linage at our last emhraeo ; 

Ah ! hitlc thought wu ’tvvasour last ! 

Ayr gurgling kiss’d the pebbled shore, 

f)’erluiug with wild wooda^ thick’nirig green; 
The fragrant birch, andjiuwihorn hoar, 

Twin’d am’rous rouud the ruptur’d scenes 

The flowers sprang jv^nton to be prest, 

Tl»j birds sang love on ev’ry spray, 

Till too, too soon, the glowing west 
Ti oclaim’d the spued of winged dity. 



40 oijiiQE haV dr| muond. 

Still o*er these scenes my inemiry wakes, 

And londly ^roods with niiser care 1 
Time but tlje impression deeper makes, ' 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 

My Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy blissful place of rest? 

Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

*Hear’8t thou the groans that rend his breast? 


GEORGE HAY DRUMMOND. 

Barn — , died — . 

r SONNET. 

’Tis not in Hymen’s gay propitiGUS hour, 

With summer beams and genial breezes blest. 
That man a Consort’s worth approveth best ; 

*Tifi when the skies with gloomy tempests lour, 
When cares and son-ows all their torrents pour, 

She clasps him closer to her hallow’d breast, 
Pillows his head, and tluys his heart to rest ; 

Dry’ '% her cheek from sympathetic show'r, 

Thus when along Calabria’s sulph’rous coast, 

Wlplst lurid clouds hang low, and heaves the sea, 
In d^b suspense, as one in horror lost, 

Natunt^ awaits some fell catastrophe ; 

The flight of selfish fowl no partner shares, 

But faithful turtles rcfuge^scoks in pairs. 



THOMAS FARK. 
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LINOS INSCRIBElf 01i{ THB COMB OP LAJ^IA, ANO 
HER ^INFANT SONf 

Go, saint belov’d, enjoy celestial reat ! 

Go, in the strength of all-reileemirig gr&cc ! 
Rejoin thy cherub babes in mansions blest, 

And sec thy grbat Creator face to face I 

For sut e of social and domestic love 

A brighter jiodel ne’er this earth hath trod I 
A juirer angel of the realms above 
Ne’er bore an infant spirit to his Godc 


THOMAS PARK. 

^Sern 1760, difid iS34<. 

TO*MRS. P. 

Foi t/ice best treasure of a husband’s heart, — 
Whose bliss it i'ithat thou for life art so j 
Th It tliy fond bosom bears a faithful part 
In e\ory casual change his breast can know; 
For fftee whom virtuous passion made his choice. 
Whom genius and affection make his pride, 
Connubial rapture tunes Ins grateful voice, 

'And hiils the inoilfer dearer than the bride; 
And, though thy woiih deserves a brighter palm 
Than laureate liAjds round diadems entwine, 
Li^ve’s simple cliajilet happily may charm, 

With truer, tenderer ecstasy, from min9! 

And let me still but reign ihy bosom’s loyd*” 
lie fame or wealth tlsuif votary's reward. 



IS 


W' 1 L‘ I. 1 A iM C H E L O E . 

‘ But u — , died — . 

SONNCT. 

IWtJaihe soft, yc (Halos! alonp: the vornal plain, 

More solomn notes awake my p;eiitlo Lyre ; 

Eo), (lid not Beauty ask a diirerent straui ? 

A tlioine far ddferont of the Miiae reiiuirc ? 

Eair fhouph slio be; tlionjrh each impassion’d heart, 
Boworlessi, submit to her superior eliaruis ; 
bhe bids — and 1 forego the jileasing part, 

I'o sing of heanty, and of love’s alarms. 

Be toiler virtue, then, rny song address’d, 

Here, let the Aluse her stiengtli, her sweetness 
prove ; 

And sure she is with every virtue 'hless’d, 

V\'}iich heightens beauty, and increases love ! 

As shines the blusliuig rose, midst dews of morn, 

So does Seinira's mind her form adorn. 


Sin SAMTKL EGi:ir»X)N BUYDGES. 
Born 17()‘d, dud JSo7. 

lo SfAR'l.' 

AVIi,;;re art tliou, Mary, pure as fair, 

f ud Ir.'iirruut ns the h.dmy air, 
hat, passing, Ml- ils ppon ils wing 
'^ilhc varied perrume.^ of flie Spring ’ 



SIR SAMUEL EOERTCj^ BRYDGES. 

tVith tender bosom, whfte as snowfi*^ 
Wiitb auburh loclis, that freely flow 
Upon tliy marble neck ; with chfeks, 

On which the blush of morning: breaks ; 
Kyes, in whose ])ure and heavenly beams 
The radiance of enchantment seems ; 

A voice, wlu)SH melting tones would still 
The madness of llcvenffe iVom ill ; 

A form of such a gT.icel'uI mould, 

scarce an earthly sliape behold; • 

A mind of so divine a lire, 

As angels only could inspire ? — 

Wlieie art tlioii, Mary? for thft sod 
Is hallow’d, \^h(‘re thy feet have trod; 
And everyi^eal ihu's toucli’d by the'e, 

Is saru tifieil,. ^ t*inaid 1 to me. 

\A'hf’re <lost ttnm lean thy pensive head? 
Tliy tears wli.it tender tale can shed ? 

W lierc dost thou stietch thy snowy arm, 
And witli ihy jdanitive accents charm? — ■ 
Hill lioM! (hat inrige through tny frame 
Jt.nsC'. a wild teinprsinoiis’ flame. — 

Oh ! Mary, Mary, kf the talc 
Of luckier votaiif-s prevail, 

And happier, ha)>piei days be thine: — 
IhU woes and Sreiizy must be mine. 
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' J. Q CARLYLE. 


hv MUTUAL rtOVE. 

Oh, Love, requited Love, how fine thy thrills, 

That shake the trembling frame with ecstasy : 

Ev’n every vein celestial pleasure fills, 

And inexpressive bliss is in each sigh ; 

In the tranc’d ear aerial music trills, 

Fairies enchanted radiance round supply, 

Nectar diviike the magic cup distils, 

And heftvenly figures dance before the eye : 

The dear ador’d Beauty, who in tears, 

Seen through her Smiles, has charm’d the lovei's 
woes, 

An Angel not of earthly mould appears ; 

And e 5 ;>reads enchantmeiV: wheresoe’er she goes. 

Oh Heaven, kind Heaven, thaVjoy hke this would 
last ! 

But bliss is not for earth; clouds rise, the vision’s 
past. 

JOSEPH D A C li E C A R L Y L r. 
Born — , d/rd ISO t. 

TO A L A D Y W K i: r I N Q . 
fhom Tiir: asabic of eaor AinirMi. 

Whe^ I beheld ihy blue eye shine 

Through the bright drop that pity drew, 

1 saw beneath those tears of thine 

blue-eyed Violet, '\>afhcd in devv^ 



RODEB^ Bl60MT1EL1| 

Tbf Violet evc» scents tb^galo* 

Its hues adorn tKe fairest wreath, 

But Sweetest Ihrou^ a dewy veil 
Its colours glow, its odours breatneki* 

And thus thy (diat-itts in brightness rise. 
When wit and pleasure round thee play; 
When mirth sits smiling in thine eyes, 

Who but admires their sprightly ray ? 

But when through pity's flood they gleisn, 
Who but must love their softest beam I 


ROBERT B&OOM FIELD. 

Bom 1766, dltd 1823. 

% 

You ask me, dear Nancy, what makes me presume 
Tliat you cherish a secret uflection for me ? 

Wlien we see the flowers bud, don't we look for thi 
bloom ? • 

Then, sweetest ! atter^d, while I answer to thee. 

When we young men with pastimes the twilifrht 
bt guile • 

J ^atch your plump cheek till it dimples swith joy : 
And observe, that whatever occasions the smile, 

You give me a glance; ^ut provokingly coy. 



fiOBERT BLOOXfElELD. 

t 

Last when wijd strawberries, plucky ia the 

fi^rovc, « 

Like beads the tall see&d grass you had strung, 
You gave me the choicest; 1 hop'd 'twas for love; 
And I told you my hopes while the nightingale 
sung. 

Hornember the viper; — 'twas close at yotir feet, 

A tid you started, and threw vnursgH into my arms ; 
Nrii H stiavvbcrry tliere was so ripe nor so sweet 
As tlie'iips which 1 kis:>'d, to subdue your alarms. 

As I ])uird dowij. tlie clusters of nuts for my fair. 

What a blow I receiv’d from a strong- bending 
bough , 

Thougbf-Luey and other g<\y lasses ^ore there, 
i\i)t one of thorn showM such c^finpassion as you. 

And v\.'is it compassion ? — by he.vven 'twas more ! 

V tell-tale brhays u)u : - that blush on thy cheek. 
Thou conu', dearo'-t maid, all \our tntling give o'er, 
And wluspor what candour will teach you to speak. 

(\mi you stain my fair honour with one broken vow? 

Can you say that I’ve ever oi’c.jsjoin’d a paiu ?* 

On truth's honest base let yimr temlornoss grow; 

I swear to bo faithful, again Snd again. 
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WILLIAM ftOBElfr 

Sor» YUO, Med 1834., 

TO K liAOrZ 

Too la(e I dtayed) ft>rgivo the crimey 
Unheeded "flow the hours; 

How noiseless falls the foot of Time 
That only treads on flowers. 

A 

What eye with clear account remarks 
The ebbing of the glass^ * 

When all the sands are diamond sparksi 
That dazzle as they pass ? ^ 

Ah I who to sober measurement 
TimelfiJiappy swiftness brings, 

When birds yf Ffirattise have lout 
Their plunTage to his wingh t 

• ” 

S T R \V A L T U 11 SCOTT. 

Born 1771 , find 1832 . 

1 o\4 

• In peace, love tuilt’s the shepherd’s reed; 

In w'ar. he mounts the wariioi’s steed ; 

III halls, 111 ^tlire s en ; 

In hamlets, dSnees oii the green; 

*Love rules the court, tim c.inip. the grove, 

And men helow, and siunts above, 

Tor love islicavci^ alld heaven is love. 





/'Wit WALTtH ’ffC.OTT» 


Mttrmlon ”] 

Where shatT tha lovejp test, 

M'hoin the hitee e^vet 
From hie ttue hreaet^ 

Parted; foie 

Whete, through giJovet dee|i and high, 

3ou{i4e the far t;»iUow, 

Where ear|^ viotete die* 

Under the wUlowr. 

tjioatn. 

Soft aboil be hxe iritloe' 

There, through the ewmroei Say, 

Cool etreame arc lavmgc s 
There, while the temj^eats away, 

Scarce are boughs waring j 
There, thy ret>t ahalt tl»ou take. 

Parted tor ever. 

Never again to wake. 

Never, O ne\i t I 

ClfOHUS 

Never, O never ! 

( 

Where shall the traitor rist, 

He, the deceiver, 

Who could win maiden’s brca&t, 

Iluiu and leave 
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IfV the lost Mtlc, j 
• Borne down by* the dying,, 
Whore mingles w.ir’a rattU 
Withgioana of thed^lng* 

0 IOftt 7 S. 

There shall 1 bi » bp lyittg* 

Her wing shall the eagle Jfaj^ 
Ovei ihe^fulse-hoormt ^ 
lli<i warm blood the wolf gludl 
Lre bfe be parted. 

Shame and dishonour sit 
By h!s grave evef ; 

Blessing «h ill h allow 

NevciyW^ never I 

« « 

ciioiU’S. 

Never, O never. 


M A Jl V T I O H J&/ 

Horn died 1810. 

rnoM ** PSYCHE. ” 

W li It plcrtsute j^pMklci, in the cup of yottlih, 
Aii(i tli(> s;'i) hours on downy wing advanclh 
Oil ' then ’tis sweet to hear the lip of inutb 
Buatlit the soft vows of Wve, sweet to entrant 



MAR\ iicnri'. 


00 - < 

Tbo r|iptur<'d -soul l(^' nitrrinuH’liTjjj: f^lftnco 
Of mutual bli»e ; sweet anriU loseatf bowers, 

Led by the^h^nd ot love, weaxe the da»ee, 

Or unmolested crop lift 's fntr> fh wers, 

Or bask in joy's bright sini (Ii'.ou;.^li culm, unclouded 
hours. 

Yet they, who lij^ht of heart in May-day pride, 
Meet love With smiles and jraily amorous songf. 

('t hough be tlieir softest pUvisuros may provide, 
Kverf ihOii when pleasure.^ in full concert throtig) 
They cannot know with what enchantment strong 
He steals upon the tender suffering soul, 

What gently soothing chains to him belong, 

How melting sorrow owns his soft control. 
Subsiding passions hushed in tniide, /‘aves to loil. 

I^en vexed by cares, and Uara&scil by distress, 
The storms of fortune cbiU thy soul with dread. 
Let love, consoling love ! still sweetly bless, 

And his assuasive bulin benignly shed ; 
llis downy plumage o’er thy lullow spread, 

Shall lull thy wcepinij^ soirows to repose ; 

To love the tender heart luuli e\er lied, 

As on its mother’s bloa^t the iidant throws * 

Its sobbing face, and theic in tleep furg<'ts its woes. 
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SA^IUEL TAYLan COLERIDGE. 

Bnrn 1773, died 1834, 

TUB KISS. 

One kiss, (loar maid I I said, and sigh'd T 
Your scorn the little boon denied ; 

Ah, why refuse the blameless bliss! 

Can danger lurk within a kiss ? 

Yon viewless wanderer of the vale. 

The spirit of the western gale, 

At morning's break, at evening's cldse, 

I nil ides the sweetness of the rose ; 

And ho\er^ git?* th' uuinjur'd bloom, 
Sighing back the sptt jlerftame. 

Hm nectar-hrr atluhg kisses iling 
Vigour to the Zcphjr's wing ; 

And He the glitter of the dew 
Scatters on the robe's hue; 

Bashful, lo ! she bends her head. 

And darts a blush ni deeper red, 

Tuo w'ell those lovdy lip#discloso 
Thf^ triuin|ihs of the o|jc»riing rose? 

O fair ! () gracetid ! bid them prove 
As ])assn e tr) the brt^th ot Love 1 
In tendtr acetnte, feint and low, 

Will pli as< (1 I hear the whispered Nol *• 
Tin* whispered No ' ” — how little meant 1 
Sweet falsehood that c^clc«rs consent! 



JSH 6A}«U£{r TAVLOR COLERIDGR. 

For on those Ic7v3ly lips the^ while 
DaWif:^ th^dsoit relenting smile, 

And temptA^ with fe)gi:*d di&suabian c&v, 
Thi? gentle violenpe oi the joy. 


THE aoSK. 

As late each dower taat sweetast blows 
1 plucIf'J, the gardciiV pride 1 
Within the petals of a row? 

A sleeping Love 1 spied. 

Around hiil brows a beamy wreath 
Of many a lucent hue ; 

All purple glow'd his check, beT^^^tli, 
Inebriate with dew. 

1 softly seiz’d rhe unguarded Power, 

IS or scared his bajmy re^t ; 

^ucl placed him, caged withiu the dower 
Ou spotless Saia's breast. 

JBut when, unweeting of tlu guile, 
Awt)ke the prisoner sweet, 
lie struggled to escape awhile. 

And stamp’d his faery teet. 

Ah ! soon the soul-eiitraucmg sight 
Subdued the imjMtient bo> , 

Hp ga*ed, he tbrill’d with deep delight, 

^ Then clajip’d hu> wn^s tor joy. 



UMUSI. tAYliOH C6LKlltliO|IU 

An4 ”01*' heVie^» uf i^agio 
What charms thi6 throne enAeAif 1 
Sonic* other Love let onus tindr^ 
I’U^iix my empire here.’* 


LOVE. 

Al] thoughts, all pas^ioriR, all dolightSi 
Whatt ver stirs this mortal iVatiief 
All are but ministers of Love, 

And feed Ins sacred game. 

Oft 111 my wakmg dreams do 1 
Live o’er igain that happy hour, 

\\ hen niuiii«!<; on thejnuunt 1 lay, 

Ikside the ruinvd tower. 

• 

The moonshine, stealing o*er the aceno^ 
Had blended with The lights of evei 
And she was there, my hope, my joy, 
My own dear Creneneve! 

She K int against the ainie^l mnii, 

The statue of the armed knight; 

She stood and listen'd to iny lay, 

Amid the lingering light. 

• 

Few sorrows hath %hc of her own. 

My hope, my joy, niy Genevieve t 
She loves me best whene’er 1 sing 
The songs <hut mak^ grieve. 
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8A]4jbl tayloh coifiAtoOB, 

1 pkyi^d a soft aril doleful air, 

I sang &n old' and xnoYii|g story— ^ 

An old rade song, that suited well 
That ruin wild and hoary. 

She listonM with a flitting blush, 

With downcast eyes and modest grace 
For well she knew, 1 could not chuse 
But gaze upon her face. 

T tflid her dfthe knight that wore 
Upon his shield a burning brand ; 

And that tor ten long years he wooed 
Tlic Lady of the Laud. « 

I told her how he pined: and alU, 

Tile deep, the low, the pleading tone 
With which I satig another^ love, 
Interpreted my own. ^ 

She listened with a flitting blush. 

With downcast eyes, and modest grace; 
And she forgave me that I gazed 
Too fondly on bei face ! 

But^hen I told the cruel scorn 
Tliafmzed that bold and lovely knight, 
And that he cross’d the nn>untain woods, 
Ijor rested day nor knight ; 

That sometimes from the savage den, 
^ud sometimes fronf*tlm daiksomt shade, 



ftjIMUEl* TAYLOn COjUSAtI|}E. 

And^sometimes starting up lit' once 
In ^een and sunny glade^ t 

There came and looked him in the face 
A n angel beautiful and bright 
And that he knew it was a fiend> 

ThK miserably knight 1 

And tliut, unknowing what he did, 

I£e leaped amid a murderous band^ 

And saved from outrage worse death* 
The Lady of the Landt 

And how she wept^nd cla«>pM his*knees 
And how she t#ided him in vain— 

And ever jjrove to expiate 
'riic ’(»corii that crazed his brain. 

• 

And that she nursed him in a eave ; 

And how his madTiess went away, 

M"hen on the yellow forest-leaves 
A dying man he lay. 

His dying words — But when I reach'd 
That tenderest strain of ctll the ditty, 

My fauhering voice And pausing harp 
Disturb’d her soul with pity. 

AD impulses of aoiii and sonso 
Had thrill’d my guileless Genevieve, 

I'he music and the doleful tale. 

The ricl^And balmy ^o ; 





SA/tlTEI. TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 

And ^opes, andCenr^ t>)nt Hindlc hope»f 
An urtdisihiguishable throng. 

And gcrtle wiftltoa lonj^ subdued. 
Subdued and cherish'd tong ! 

She wept with pity and doUght, 

She blusUM with love, and virgin-shame ; 
And, like the niuniiur of a dream, 

I heard her breathe my name. 

Her bosom heaved — she stepp’d aside, 

As conscious of my look she stcj>p’d — 
Then siidilonly, with timorous eye, 

She fled to me and we^jt. 

• 

She half enclosed mo with herv»‘'ni«t, 
sSc pressM mv witlra Iheejc embrace j 
'Xnd, bending back her hefid. look’d up, 
And guii’d upon my face. 

*Twas partly love, and partly fear. 

And partly 'twas a bashful art, 

That I might rather fetl, than see, 

The bwelling ot her heart. 

1 calm’d her fears, and she was calm, 

And told her love with virgin pri<le ; 

And so 1 won my fienevK*ve, 
yiy bright and beauteous bride* 
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HHOMAS DERM o’D Y. 

JSom 1774, died 1802, 

SwtH't is the woodbine’s fragrant twine j 
Sw.‘Pt the ripe burthen of the vine ; 

The pea-bldom sweet, that .scents the air 
The rose-buil sweet, beyond compare ; 

The peitimie sweet of yonder grove j 
Sweet ei the lip of her Hovel 

Soft tlie rich nieadow’s velvet green, 

Wheir: cow Jip-tiiiis are • ally ; 

Soft the young c^guer’s snowy breast, 

Or down that lines the Imnct’s nest ; 

Soil thtTsiiiouth pinr^age of the dote ^ 

Setter the brel^st of her 1 love ! 

Uiight IS the s|{ir that opes tie* day ; 
linght the mid-noon’s refulgent ray, 
llright on yon hill the sunny beam ; 

Hright the blue minor of the stream ; 

Rright the gay-twinkhng fires above ; 

Brightei the eyes of Iter 1 love f 

To match one grace, with idle pain, 

Tlirough naUire’s stores I search in vain, 

All tliat lb biigTa, and soft, and tweet, 

Does in her fonn, concenter, meet ; • 

'Ibcn, muse I how weak thy pow’i mubt prove 
'i'o pai^the thanii^ol her 1 love. 
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ROBERT SOUTHEY. 

, Bom 1774, 1843. 

SONNET. 

Go, Valentine, and tell that lovely maid 
Whom fancy still will portray to iny sight, 

How here I linger in thiia sullen shade, 

This dre.uy gloom of dull monastic night. 

Say, that, from ev’ry joy of lilc lemote, 

At evt:\iing'.s closing hour I quit the throng, 
Listening in solitude the ring-dove's note 
Wlio pours like me, her solitary song. 

Say, that her alisence (.ills tlrt sorrowing sigh, 
Say, that of all her charms I love to speak, 

In fanyv feel th(* magic of her eye, - 
In fancy view the smile illume -her cheek, 

Court the lone hour when silence stills the grove, 
And heavi^ the sigh of Memory and Love. 


Marriage is with ua 
The IkjIicsi ordinance ol (iod, w-hereon 
The hlis.s OF banc ol human lilc dcjitiids. 

Love must be won by love, and heart by heart 
Junk'd in uiystenoiis synipailiy, before 
We pledge the uiarnage vovvVand some there are 
Who h^ld, that ere wc enter into life, 

Soul has with soul been muted, each for each 
Especially ordained. 



ClURtfiS I. AMS, 


sonnet. 

1 praile thee not, AriAe^ that mine t^e 
Knows each emotion of the soul to speak ; 

That lilies with thy face might fear to vie, 

And roses can hut emulate thy cheek ; 

I praise thee not Ueeause thine auburn hair 
Tn native tresses wantons on the wind ; 

Nor yet because that face, surpassing fair. 
Bespeaks tlie invraid excellence of mind: — 

’Tis that soft charm th> niinsrrers heart h^ won, 
That mild meek goodness that perfects the rest j 
Soothing and Jipft it steals u))on thy breast, 

As the soil radianc<?ol the setting sun, 

When varying through the purjile hues of light 
The fudui^orbit siwil|f8 serenely bright 


CHARLES LAMB. 

Bun, 1775, died IS.M. 

SON tint. 

A?fthiuks how dainty sweet it were, reclined 
Benoatli the vast outstretching branches high 
t)f sonic old wooj, fn careless sort to lie, 

Nor ol th( busier scenes we left behind 

Aught envying. And, O Anna! mild-eyed maid 1 

Beloved ! J^cre well c<gitent to play 
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P. L. COURTIER. 


With thy^froe tres»crf all a suniiher*« day, « 
liOsiiif^ the tiirtc beneath tlie greenwood shad* 
Or we uiigh{ Bit and tell s<Ane tender tale 
Of faithful vows i*epaid by cruel scorn, 

A tale of true love, or of fric^nd forgot; 

And I would teach thee, lady, how to rail 
In gsntlc soil, on those who practise not 
Or lore or pity, though of woman born. 


r. L. c o u 11 T j r: R . 

* Bom 1776, diW— \ 

How sweet to me the fragrant Trei^* . 

And waving trees, a^Kl^)loV'om^l thorn I 
But sweeter far to me, indeefll, 

If she the favoiur’d scene iplorn. 

Ah ! what av.iils it that I rove 
A blooming paradise tv> find, 

\Vlien tnou, the Eve of this fair grove, 
Bfliivcd maid ! nrl left belli nd ? 

Still at each hilly rise I turn, 

And fondly strive thy hopie to sec ; 

And sigh, if haply [ discern 7» 

Tllat little si>ot— so dear to me 1 



H A, DAVFNt*OR.T 
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<) 1 lor th«t kiss, givci^l 

Ami soul inipa*isioi*d teai ' 

To mt*, whort-'tr by lud^ fate (Inretiy 
Thy iniMiiory shall br dear! 

Let otbirs boast wjmt love bestows^ 

An<l shumt tht i^^enci ous fair , 

Thi^ hpartf Tvhifi lovi^'a true nnpulat* glova 
Shall liohl its (airours there 


R \ A \ 1 N I' n T . 
hutn f777, dnd — 

If lioiii th ft hour tht inotii's biitrbt eyes • 

On t irtl hist ope, till dull nij^hl s spot trOd* noon— 
^Vb^^ vMfh si w sthmii ninth the Mstal moon, 
\iid nidi^h ill'll b ui I ot st irs, th sicud tht akfOSi 
Musing lo striy, anti with npuited bighs, 

I hit «peak a htart with saddest wot ni tunc, 
lo tiavi of jutyiiu, lleav^T hooii— 

J hat with fresh bliss foi ihte t ich morn may rtae' 

If tliosL thou lov St to hold than hte ntoic dear — 
To j)I I tin 11 nil jgt in niy heait next thine , 

If whtTi il y inijil Jihy lUigel-voict 1 hear 
On tht soli sounds to dwell — O maid diviiicSf— 
Might clam one tender si^h, one pitying tear; 

Ihc pitying the tcnder^irt||h were iwiiie. 



6S 


P £ T E. R B A- y L E Y, 

f i • ^ 

Born ^ied 1823 • t 
ON A lioeis or hair. 

. Thou precious ringlet ! all £liat now is mine 
Of one so dearly lov’d 1 tbat oft has bless'd 
Willi soft and soothing thoughts my anxious breast! 
Once more I ope with trembling hands the shrine 
In which fond care hath guarded tliee. Still shine 
Thy dark lirown tints. Time has not dispossess’d 
The soft hairs of their gloss. — Oh, oft cuiess’d ! 

Oh, dear memorial ol that torm iU\inp ! 

, Thou, ’midst tne pangs ol ab>cnce, can*st impart 
Soft-whispering liopes, lull with a flattering dream 
The wild emotions of my throbbing lu % 

And calm away each pasbion^s rude extwme ; 

And, led by tht'e, my wrapt thoughts fondly stray 
With her lioin whom I waiuleiXir away. 


CHARLOTTE T) A C R E . 
Boi M — , dhd — . 

Truant 1 *vou love me not-«»he reason this, 

’i ou told me that you lov’d a maul before , 
And though perchance you many more may kiss, 
4|prue love, once felt, can never be felt more ’ 



J\M£8 HOOQ 




Tliei^ ask not me fo credit wba’t you ; 
Nor e'er believe that I can give you*blias ; 

Go 1 go to her who t:d3ght you how lf> love ^ 
Kepoat to her your vow^i* and not to me ! 

Forsooth, I thmk, w^o can inconstant prove 
To his first love — will ever faithless be. 

In gaining wayward hearts no jiride I see ; 
Nor have I ptide, in kindling in the bicast 
That meteor-fiame caird pasbum ; no, not L 
The Iteart I aim at ; and of that possest, 

Make it my castle, and all arts defy ! * 

For ifiai once fill’d, no longer roves the eye# 
Say, is't not that for im* you ? — 

Might 1 but know.^it would my mind reliever 
Search then your bosom, and the truth leveal ; 
Say, or ylSu lov'd befpie^ and me deceive*}* 

Or nefei lov'd ti® now, and I’ll believe! 


JAMES HOGG. 

Born 17&2, died 383^# 

AN ARAtilAN SONO. 

• 

Meet me at even, my own true love. 
Meet me at even, my honey, my dove, 
Where the mqpnbeam revealing 
The cool fodncdin stealing, 

Avray and away 
Through the fiow'rets so gay, 
Singinj^s silver jrousidelay# 



EriWAED COXE. 
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Love is the fountain of lif! and bliss, 
Love is tlio valley ofjoyfulncss ; 

A garden of roses, ‘ 

Where rapture reposes, — 

A teniplo of light 
All heavenly bright ; 

O virtuous love is tlie soul’s deliglit 1 


TO MARV. 

O Mary, d(j;u Mary 1 let gratitiidt' move 
Your soul for the pcaee ol the ni'ui that you love! 
*rhat your lii'dmay pass on Ifla* an autumn day, 
1’liat rises with red and portentous ray ; 

Hut long ere the arch of the day is wOh 
A halo 'of promise is round the»sun! 

And the settled sky though all seretie, 

Is rayed with the dark and tnerdingiit between; 
With the rutldy glow and the streamer wan, 

Like the evil and good in tlie life of inun ; 

And at List, wlu*n it sinks in the cradle of day, 
More holy and mild is its sappiiire ray ! 


EDWARD COXE. 

Bom — , died ~ . 

Let tis, while we live 

Crown’d eaeh blisf? that love u give, 



EWAED OOXiSk 


The rumours of tjio grave despi^* 

For life, alas ! too fliejs j 

And jdl its cures can ynly tend 
To inuke us sooner reach its cmd. 

Dear to each f*tlier, let’s bo gay, 

Ami sport tlu' Iroln hours away; 

Old ago at last will tado thy rhnrnis, 

Whicli now ins]>ire to love's alarms ; 

And from thy cheek the roses fright 
That now attract my ravisli'd sight. 

1 too, fhougli now in youthful prime, 

3Sfust feci th’ civets ot envious tiuft'; 

Grey Iriiis aiul wiiuIJes then will meet, 

My tremhlnig pulse will tiiiilcr beat, 
in broketf sounds niyvv<Kee will die, 

And dftnness chis« my languid eye. 

Ah, then ’ .uhen the soi ial walk, 

The soft oinl)race,*tlu* tender talk ; 

My tuneful jnpc will then be mute, 

Nor sport, nor dance, nor sonj^ can suit, 
When love's bright warmth and genial fijre, 
Repress' cl by frozen age, oxpinv 

Tlien let us seize the jiresent hour. 

While beauty reigns in all its pow’r; 

And 1, still wariTvii? ardent youth, 

Breathe in this kiss my plighted truth ; ’ 

Bet us flit precious^ time improve 
In all the Vj^ous sweets pf love. 



SDWARD COXE. 
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Then as my arms 1 fondly twine 
Arounfl that heavenly deck of thine, 
ril cbisp^thee to my fakhful breast. 

With Hymen’s chaste endearments blest; 
Bid every other wish adieu; 

And only live for love and you I 


KONNKT ON THE SPRING. 

How have I lov’d to woo thee gen^e Spring! 

At early dawh to mark eachnopeniujj; flower, 

Thy beauteous offspring I deck my smiling bower ; 
Aud heajf thy birds their earliest lovo-n«/es sing. 

Thoii art return’d j but with theb soothing rest 
That sunshine of the soul, retyriis no morel 
My halcyon days of calm content are o’er, 

And wound me with the thought, I once was blcsu 
Thou art the same —earth’s lap aa soft a green ; 

Fragrance, and strains as sweet, my how’r supplies 
But f oin GliangM amid fh’ unaker'd seene, 

And View Heaven’s fairest gifts with streaming, eyes; 

The charm, that once to love ;y)d rapture led, 

With Delia flourish’d and with D^dia fled, 
t 
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U E N » V K I R ^ E WHITE 
Uom 1785, dud 1806 
IHB DirVIDtNtl Of f OVC 

Wljy shniild I bln4i to o'vn I lov< ^ 

’Ii<; Love that inks the n ilm> ihove 
Why bhould 1 hluvh to s i\ to ill 
That Virtue holds my ht ut in tin ill ^ 

Why should 1 m i k tin thn kt st slimk , 
Lc't L<u^’s dc|^ stent hi Ixtray’d? 

Why the ^t* in bio# doeeitfui move, 

When I am J m mslung With love/ 

Is It MIIM akfU SS llui* to* dwi U 
On patbum th it f d'lio n it till ? 

*siRh wtakness I*v\inld i\<i piovo* 

1’ IS pttinkil hut ’t IS s\vt4 1 fo lost • 


L O R (i n (j O H n O N li Y H O N 

I OKD BTi UOV 
Ji(j) n 17s 8, difd 182L 

I n L l l L D C I U I L O V I . 

• 

Thi^ hitid, winch 1)ound ihy yellow hair, 

Is njiiu , sweet {riji ' thv pledge of love 
It claims niy wirinest, dearest eare. 

Like rt ol 9gintf above. 



BORr.£ OOanON B\RO?r 

Oh I I wiU w<»ar It neai» my heart i 
'Twrti hind my hpfir^ iR hondn to th^e j 
from iiic again 'twill tie'ei depart, 

But mingle in the grave with me 

The dew I gntlier fiom thy hp 
Is nut di u 10 me as this , 

7 hat I hut h r 1 moment sip. 

And baiHiuit on a transient bliss: 

lUia will retail etch youthful s<tuc, 

KVn when our lives are the want , 
The lefives of love Will sYill h» green, 

Whfn bids them bud ngauii 

Oh I little loek of golden nue, 

In gimtlr-waMiig uiKjl^t curl'd, 

By the dear head on wbiUi you grew, 

1 i^ould not lose you for ilie world t 

Not though a thousand more adorn 
The poliih’d brow Wheu once yon shone, 
Like rays which gihl a cloudless mm n, 
Beneath Columbia’s Itrvid rone* 
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.REV CHARLES WOLfE. 

'Stm 1791, <lWif 

>*■ 

, sosa 

Go, forget, nie^whv ^houUl sorrow 
O^or that brow a Ahndow fiing , 

Go, forgot me-— And lo morrow 
^irighily smilo and swtoHy sing 
Smite— though 1 ihali not be m ir theoi 
Sing— though I shoH nevei jftcAlr ihoa 
M \y tin **oul with pltfASuire shinA, 
Lasting lb lljf’ gloom of tmrib 

Like the sun thy presortcc glowing, 
lylothes tjte mcinest things m light, 
^nd when ihou, like him, art gomg, * 

I ovehcflt ohit<*ts fade t» night 
All things foi kid m hAtjfhiab^tthec, 
That they nothing arem wUhoUt thee^ 

By that pure and hicid wind 
Eaithly things were too refined* 

• 

Go, ihou vision, wddiy gleaming^ 

Softly on my soul thit iell , 

Go, foi me no longer beajn$lng^ 

Hope Aigl tleiutyl hue ye well! 

Go, and all that ozicO dellglited 
Take, and leave roe all benighted— 
Glopy*! burning ^enemia swell^,, 

1 aney, and /h^ PaaVa ihidL 



PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. 

' Born 1792, dkd 1822- 

tOVE’8 PHILOSOPHY. 

The fountairiR mint^le with the river* 
And the rivers with the ocenn ; 

The winds of heaven mix for ever 
With a sweet emotion ; 

N^3thinjy in the world is single ; 

All things by a law divine 
In one another’s being mingle—* 

Why n<*t 1 with thine 

See the mountains kiss high heaven, 

A ncl the waves clies^p one another. 

So sister flower would i>e forgiven, g 
J t It disdain’d its hroiher ; 

And the sunlight chisji'* thf earth, 

And the mooubeains kiss the sea, 
What are all these kissings worth, 

If thou kiss not me ! 

' ' • 

TO THE QUEEN op MY UEABT. 
Shall we roam, my love* 

To the twilight grove, 
tWhen the moon is rising*hright ; 

Oh, rU whisper here, 

In the cool night-air, 

Whitt I dare notHu lyroad daj^light f 



PERCY BYSSllL 8ULLLET. 


ril tell thee part 

the th auxins that start 
• To beiriir wlieiyhou art niglt i 
And the heauty, more bright • 

Than the stars' soft light, 

Shall aeem as^a weU from the skf. 

When the pile tnoonhcani 
On tower ami stream 

Sljcds a flood of silver slieeu, 

How I love to gaze 
Aft the cold ray strays 

On thy face my heart's throned queen ! 

\\ilr tlnni with me < 

1 o tli(‘ restless sea, 

And lingei upon the steep, 

Antriist to tli^* fh»w« 

Of tiie waves 4>i lov* 

How tin \ U)*"., and roar, and le ip ’ 

Tho'it* boding wa\» s 
And the >-toiin that raves 
At ni,^ht o’tr their foainmg ciesi, 
Heseinhle i lie strife 
That, from earliest IJTe, 

'1 lu^ passions have wa|!;ed in my breast. 

Oh, eoine then and lOve 
To the sea the grove 

W hen the moon is ris'ing bright, 

And ril whivpei there 
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JERKMIAH HOLME WIFF.KN. 
1792, died 1S3G. 

,THR SONG OP THE BIUD IN ARHIDO'SI QAIIDEN. 

Ah 8ee/* she sun^, the bacihfuli btufihin^ Rose 
Spreatls ihrniij^h tlu‘ j^reeu leaves tts bosom to litrht ; 

bud, half blossom yt t, through dew ii 
And rharuih the more, tlie more it shuns the loht. 
All, see how boldly soon it courts the bright 
Anil hurinng sun , liow soon it droops and fiib s , 

Nor seems the pine rich blossom %kf dcl**>hi 
Desiied so much in oungs and seVenadcs 
By tliousnml amorous youths, and thousand blooming 
maids 

So parses in the transit of a day 
Of mmttil life, the verdure ami t\u* bloom, 

For will tl»e sunshine of a second May 
'I'bc h af u’-open, or the flower relume : 

(hither the Rose, then, in its railu perfume 
And mortnug beauty, ore the skie.s abo\e 
O'ercasl the landscape with funereal gloom, 

Whilst, loved and loving, none the bliss rcpu»ve. 

Now, whilst it yet be youth, pluck, pluck th** HJ^e of 
love ! ” 



THOMAS HAYNRS BAYl-V. 




TMt AEjSSAMINE. 

rnoH xa« spi^fsic oir covfWi^A. 

l'r<im my sumnur fUcove, which the stars this morn 
With lucid pearls o*eij»pri'ad» 

I have feathered fhc.se jessamines, th js to adorn 
With a wreath, thy jfraeeful head. 


Theii blossoms a host <*f bees, alarmed, 

^ Watched over on jealous wing ; 

Ho vise trumpeters seemed the} all, and firmed 
]'hu li lu'c vith n^diamoud 
1 lore tlu jij awdVi hnt^hach flower I tore 
Hath cost trie a wound, jidiidi srnarteth sore. 

Now as I tW se jcs.Hainine Ih'Wers entwine, ^ 

A gift fcr thy vajrifmt^hair, • 

I must have linm those honey-sweef lips of thine, 

A kiss for each stifig I bean 
*It is just that ilir blossom I bring thee home 
Be repaid by sweets from the golden comb. 

T 11 (> M A S U A Y. N E S B A Y L Y 
Born 17 P 7 , M |S 3 J). 

UrON THY IKt III llELYINfl. 

They say we loo young to love,— 

7’o(» ivild to be united ; 

111 Heorn they hid both renounce 
The vows wc lyive plighted. 



TiJoAJAS liiYi^Y. 

Tl'cy tlu‘f it^rtli lo vvorUI» 

Thy l>\ alj.scucc,* tr^irjfr. 

T}‘'‘n for 1 can snu'ic Inri vvoll, — " 

Ifjion tliy truth ivlvino 

I know tlial }»hasmr*K hand will rlirow 

lltT Mikrn not.'* ahonl t!u*c; 

I kuuw how h'licsoine 1 find 
Thf lonjr> (on'» (kus vviilifHit tlu’c 

lUit nj ihy h (tt'rs tlu'rf'll he jov , 

* 'J'lir' rf'nlinr tin leplyini^. 

ril . n h vvojtl ih.n'^ traced hy theo. — 

I- poll ihy truth reluii;?- ^ 

f 

In n fiiemls .i(>jdriiul lliee, I’ll sit by> 

T^n mImiI laptuie o-ayaujr; 

,Aji(I. oil ' how proud o' h^infz: loved , 
l^y lnM tlms )i.i\o hcen ! 

Hut sliouhl ih'ttae'tion l>rt'*irho tli> uaine, 
’i’hn woihl's i < -proof (U'lying^ ; 

I'll ih*o- t.uul ihcc'-'tvast thee btill, — 
thy fnith »rJyiiu» 

I'i'on thojio wlu) smile tr> s.ef p.nl> 
iSh.ill si'o U'i Trieol wltli wunelfr; 

Surh tn.ils euily lunke the hertrt 
'That tnily iov<‘s orowJ'onthT. 

O^tr j^onows- past .‘h ill bo <Hjr piiele, 

When with caeh other vyiiiff, 

Thou wilt eonhde in him, who lives 
l<|iou thy truth Ivdyinj;- 
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H E N n y N E E E . 

Bojn 1708 , dial 1828 . 

a.ovK. 

I.vn'o 111 thr soul, not hold and lamfidont, 

JiLr Aurora, trcnihlrs into brings: 

And ^ith faint flic krrinjr, raid uru’orfain bcftins, 
(iivt'j, iioiid fo the awaktninti vvrild within UP 
Of tlu‘ full hlr/m;' oih, that s-mui bhal) • 

And r.inilii all f'ahsnuis 'J'hoij bOjiiii 
Sorrow and - unuttoi ahh* |oy, 

And 1 ,i)iurous 'orr<j^v. 'fluMi, th«' v^oild nplhing, 
Pk-.i 'urf m noihincri is iMUiiiny , 

Aiubitioi^ rii lies, pnuse, powov, .di an nothing, 
l.ove and roijfns^dfe^jW'f^io and '1' 

'I'h* n. oil ! ilu' ‘,11^^171? of iiiaoK’ IiA( luioss 
fie f'onjincs uji b^orc us. lu lua (uiiu 
Is |MTk‘c r vynnuclry. firr swan hko ^:ai!, 

An ‘dn ulidi s by ns, like a h'Vil\ di'<'aui, 

St'oniN not ol'earllj. Fruin her la eye, the soul 
I.ook-^ OMI, 'Mid, like the topniON't ^.'^etn a' the heap, 
S!w)ws the iniin‘’.s wealth Aitbin. U}7on lier face, 

A« on a Jovely landseaiH*, shade and sunlight 
Play, as strouj; hading sways; ikuv her eye tiashea 
A beam of rapture :^now lets drop a tear; 

And now upon Ifli brow, as when the laiijbow 
lu avs its fair arth in heaven, Peace siU and gilds 
The dro])s as they fall. The soul of rnjnd 
Dwells ui li?i' voice, j^nd %er soft spiritual tonwi 



82 HENRY NEELE. 

Sink in the hcftrtt Ro6tJbii}g its cures away ; 

As Halcyrtis brood upon thef croubled wave^ 
And charm it into calmncsil^ When she wfeps, 
Her tears ar^like the waters upon which 
Love’s mother rose to heaven. E’en her 
• Although they speak the* troubles of her soul, 
Breathe of its sweetness as the wind tliat sliakes 
The cediir boughs becomes iiupregnutt'd 
With its celestial odours. 


s i> R n o w 

Mourn nof, sweet itmul, ti>r fondly ti*y 
To rob me of my sorniw ; 

It is the only friend that I 

Have lelt lu my capt^vAy,* 

To bid my heart good- tnorrow. 

'' • 

I would not chase him from piy heart, 
For he is Love’s own brother ; 

And each 1ms learned bis brother’s part 

So aptly, that ’tia no ine.iu arr 
To know one from the oilier. 

Thus, Love will fold his armband moan, 
And sigh, and wc©)», lilfe ^oriow ; 

Anil Sorrow has caught Love’s sol't tone. 

And mixed his arrows with his own. 

And hissit’«‘- "» • '• 



OEORaE DYER 


Only one inark^C difTerenee^lie^ 
Hreaerve, wkich leaves them neveni 

Yotyig j^ove has win|^, mut flies avray, 

Wliile SorroWj^ mice^eived, wiU Itay 
The ftoul^a safl giieat Iba stfior t 


GEORGE oVeR. 

one TO A BKAVTtrllL WOMAN. 

^Vhy, When 1 view those cherry lips, 

* lint breast of sweets, those eyes of fire, 

While I’ancy from th« mouth rich ncctAr sips, 

Anil routul thy iieoK entwines each yotnif? (tesire? 

Whv should I ask if twenty years, 

Or twenty iflore, mature tlvose th.uin'- t 

Thy brtathj^norc sOft tlan s|)rln|f, thy lovn < heefli, 
A ml more than summer liiifircrB in thy artpb. 

The Muse for thee h proud to sinft, 

The Graces lo id tlm dance for tlice, 

The Nymphs to thee tlnur sweetest flow'rcfs bring; 

^ Oil ! then 11 suuly cannot w^nt^r ho* 

What flioup:h tilt bloom of life were fled| 

The heats ot lovi all pu»s’d «w ayf 

Yet wisdom could ou a;r<*new lustre shed, 

As a sweet glory gifds the partyig day, 
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REV C^RNB'LIUS NEALE 

TRUP tOVB. 

There is a Ijovc - it lasts awhile, 

A one day^s — no moie, 

Opea 111 the sunshine of u smile, 

And shuts when atoms come o*er 

Ihoic IS a Ijovc — it ever last*, 

A «.lutib that s alwijs j^rtcn 
It blossoms in the atormy bliats , 

Vud (b cks the wintry scent, f 

A sh ijn, an eje, a we^l-turned foot 
Maj I'lvc the hist its birth, 
j his flow n t h ift but liiilc root, 

And aaks but Iiith ou*th. 

ISo scanty soil tun lo\€ mubt find 
Its vigour t ) t nil 1, 

Jt roots itstif u[ n tin mind 
And siiihes into the s ui 


ALAKIC A ^\A1TS 

HEIfT ME AT SlNslul 

Meet me at sunset, the houi wt love best, 

Kre tjtey's last uiaivm bluslus havt dnd in the west, 
Ml the shadowless ether is blue in thine eye, 

The breeze is as hnluiy and soi^ as thy sigh ^ 



.ABIC A WATT« 
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When giant-hke forms longthMi fast o^er the ground^ 
Fyom the motionless null and tho iiiKltAi trAsi^und 
Whin tlu bliUncss below» t]|S mild radiftni^e above^ 
boftly sink on the heart and attune to loya* 

Mt ( t me at sunset-^h I meet me oiwte mote, 

Ne ith the wide sjpteading ibbtn vthete yon met me o 
>oie, 

1)1 n < ui hearts were as calm as the broad summer 

4r< I 

IJlitli) gleaming before US, bnght, boundless dUd 

hie, 

And with hainl cU&p'd m hand, we sat trance- bound 
and lUerti'd • * 

Ihut hit vMuld be ever the ihin^ it then seem d 
Iht tiu thenphnt^d gretiiiKord' hifsoii, 
JWt till ho|as that gieW ait ladi d ami goge. 

Ml ct nir at sunset, bcloM \ is of old, — 

\\ ill n the boughs oi thi t)u m ut are waving m t 
V\ htn tlu pure st nrs ch u» itis bends With its bloom^ 
And tlu j iMtiine i\ii tUs a in ire wiuhing pcriuiUS. 

1 hat sweet houi shad ati ne for the anguish ut 
*And though iurtunc still liowd, bid us smtH through 
ohr tt irs , 

ihiough ilu stoims of the future shall soothe and 

fiUStilU - • 

Then meet me it suiisci— ohi tMet nm agoing 
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AMowa^«W WAV®. 

|l||tt4iN^e among 

^im mm 

/■ 

A irWi«t 

t l^m ttye t 

Fftiv ft s|il}t> onfy one 
Id dhining in the sky^ 

She hired unknown, --and few ooukl kfMMr 
Wlion 1 /W.y ceabcd to be 
dnt die » lu het gbav^, and^ oh t ^ 

The dirttrenct to nil I 


TO M VRY 

1^ waft ft j^h^Ajtom of delifcbt 
Wh«n firadlAia gieftintd upon my sight ; 
A^VfSV'ftf^Uun, sent 
hn ii|kdhlent> ornament , 
tlir twilight fair , 

Like too^ her dusky hair i 

Bi|||g||||tl^iigs else about h^r drawn ; 
SaPPmay and the Uie erful dawn » 
Ar^nefng shape, ait image gay, 

Sw iMdint, to startb, and way-id^ 



« mm nfat r^n lieam v|*w, 

A «|IWtk y^t a woiAart too^ < 

Mrt t^ottfienoM motiouB light asirttij^ 
And tltgtn Ifbeity ^ 

A Qonntanaitn^ i4» nkhjch dl4 niMI ^ 

fewest re«!oc44i promtwa aa 4iM»( 

A ceaa^utft not im hrtglil^ m gn^ 

For human naj^uit^’a dtl^ « 

For transient oortpwoi mmflo 

Praise, bl4|ne> love, klMMrs^ 

And now J sipe with eye OoT^ 

The very pnlse^ol tht marMe \ 

A haing hteHthin/^tlioiight^iiif biefth, 

A traveller betwixt life and doath , 

The reason turn, tin timpoi^mi^iU, 
EildmAce, foitfSigU, •nrength and sl^i 
A perfect woniam— nobly planned^ 

To warn, to oovuf^irt, and (umuwiudt 
And yet a spirit, still md bright 
With sonic tiling ot ni angel light 


L O K I> S T R A N G F'O It U< 

A YIAR AOOr 

A year ago, a ^ei f ago, 

I thought niy he irt so <^d an^ Mil) 

That Love It never more fould jeno^jf : 

Ihu wi^uitiig inne^and Sorrow’s 



DARRY CORNWALL 


'Had al) ita earlier gjpw ; 

A yeap ag(^ a year ago, , 

I aaic! I ** ne’er shall love again ” — , 

Bui Miad not seen tfhee then ! 

A year ago, a year ago,. 

My soul was wrapt in grief and gloom, 
And sighs would swell, and tears would flow, 
As, bending o’er the lost one’s tomb, 

I thought of her who slept brlow 1 
A year ago, a year ago, 

^ I felt I ne’er could love again — 

But I had not hnown Thee then 1 

A year ago, a year ago, ^ 

All vain were Beauty’s witching wiles, 

And eye of light, and hieaNt of ^now^, 

Affd raven tress, aiuiilij^of smiles,*', 

They could not eiiase a lotted woe! 

A year ago, a year ago, 

I never wished to l'>ve again — 

But I had not kiss'd 'I'liee then ! 


BARRY (• O R N W A L L . 

WOMAN. 

(ilone Iroin her cheek is tie* Miinni' t bloom. 

And her lip has lost all itv f,iin% p(‘rtnm'“. 

And flhe gloss ha^ cKt^pp'd liom In r golden hair, 
And her cheek is pale- hni no iotiLM i f,in , 



B4RnY CORNWALL. 

And the ^irit that sifto on her soft blue eye» 

Is struck with cold mortality ; * * 

And the snnilt* that pinyedjrourtd her lip j^os fled» 
And every charm has now left the dead. 

Like slaves tliey oboyM her in height of power, 
But left her nil in her wintry hour; 

And the crowds that swore for her love to dit^^ 
Shrunk from the tone of her last faint sigh^ 
And this ia man's fidelity ! 

4ria woman alone, with a purer heart, 

Cun see all these idols of life depart i 
And love the inore,%nu smile ami bless 
Man in his uttermost #retchedness. 

A L t»*v a o N*0 . 

<» 

Laii|>b not, nor weep, but let ibnic eyes 
Glow soft and dim (so love should be), 

And be thy breath mu tender, quick, 

And tremulous, whilst I g'l/.e on thee. 

And let tb> W'oids be few or none , 

But luurimns smh as soothe the air 
la suimiier, whin tin d,iv is di)ue, 

Be luaul, sNVKf lu irt, when 1 am there. 

And 1 -oil! I Hi flfose soft tunes, 

When all aiound is stdl J^d sweet. 

Will love thie piore .i thousand times 
Than if iV world were^at thy feet. 
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A t f'R E D T E N N Y S'O N. 

tUE SLCfiF^iNQ BEAUTY. 

Year after year unto hcr/eet, 

The while she slmnbereth alone, 
the purple coverlet 

The maiden's jet black hair hath grown, 

On either side her tranced form, 

Forth streaming from a braid of pearl ; 
l^ic siumherdoa light is rich and warm, 

And moves not on the rounded curl. 

- s 

The silk star-braided covs' lid 
Unto her Itmba itself doth mould 
Languidly ever, and amid 
Her full black rin^letfi tkiwnwardr^led. 
Glows forth each softly shafiowed arm, 

With bracelets of the diamond bright j 
Her I'onatant beauty doth inform 

Stillness with love and day with light. 

She sleeps ! her breathings arr* not beard 
In palace chambfrs far apart ; 

Tho fr^igrant tresses .ire not stirr’d, , 

he upon her charmed heai t. 
d^Kleepe ! on either sidp upswells, 

gold-fringed pillow Ifghtly prest ; 

She sleeps — norV reams, but ever dwells 
A perfect form in perlect rest. 
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PJIOPESSOR WILSON. 

• t 

THE TIIABE SEASONS OT UOVK^ 

Wuh laughter swiipniing in thine eye^ 

That toKl yout)}’s heartWt revelry I 
And motion obangeful Its the wing. 

Of swrdlow waken'd by the spring ; 

With accents blithe as voice of May. 
Chaunting glad Nature's roundelays ^ 

Ciiclcd by joy like planet bright 

That smilch wreaths ol dewy light*— 

Thy image such in/ormer time, * 

W^n thou, just entering on the prime, 

And woman's sense in fhee coml^nef^ 
Cient)y^w*ith childl>oo4’s hiinplest mind. 

First taiight'st mv*‘‘iLhiiig soul to move 
With hope toward;|i the hc.tveu ot love I 

Now years have given my Mary's face 
A thoughtful and u quiet grace ; — 

Though happ) sill) - yet chance distress 
Hath left a pensive loriel^ss 1 
Fsney hath tamed her fai^ gleams, 

And thy htart broods o'er hunie-born dreams 1 
Thy smiles slow- k mailing now and mild, 
Shower bIeKSi*irigb*on a darlinn child, , 
Thy motion slow and soft tliy tread, 

As if lound thy hush'd infant’s bed I 



pnOFESSOft WILSON. 

And wh^ thou spoak'st, th5' molting tone. 
That tills tlhy heart is All my own, 

Sounds fWeetcr from tlje lapse of years* 
With the wife’s love, the mother’s fears ? 

Be thy glad youth, and tranquil prime 
Assured, I smile nt hoary time ! 

For thou art doom'd in age to know 
The calm that wisdom steals from woe ; 
The holy pride of high intent, 

'Ihe glory of a life well spent. 

When earth’s affections nearly o’er 
With peace behind, and Fni^h before, 
Thou render’st up again God, 
Untarnished by its frail abode, 
Thy^lustrous soul — then harp and hymn, 
from hands of vsistei^sM ajflliini, , 
Asleep will lay thee, nil thine eye 
Open in iminoriality ! 


CKS I roiic.r.T. 

Can T forget the woody hiaos 

Where love an’ jhnocenoe foregather ; 
Win ‘re aft in early summer d.iys 

I’ve crooned a sang ainang the heaihcr? 
Can I forget my father’s 'hearth, — 

^ly mother b^the ingle spinnin’, — 
Their wrel-plensi^d look to sec the iimth 

^ O* a’ flu'ir hnirnio^ rniind ihom rinnin' I 



^MARQUERtTE POWER. 

, It was a waefa* kour to moi 

VV^on I £rae them an* love departed; 

Tho«teai|MKra8 in my raotiier’s e*e, — 

My fadier bless’ dtne — broken h&rted; 

My auider hrithers took ray hand — 

The younkers a' ran fra roe fleetin’.; 

Hut waur th^it this — 1 couldiia stand 
My faithfu* lassie’s fareweel meetin* t 

Can I forget a parting kiss, 

Her last fond look, an* true love token 

Forget an hoar so dear as this 1 

Forget ! the word shall ne’er be spoken ! 

Forget 1 na, tbo\^h the foaming sea, 

High hills anti Tiiony a sweepm’ river, 

May lie between their hearth an* me, 

Mjf lieait shalj atbamc for ever*^ 


M A U G U K H I 1 E P O W E R. 

LiNrs. 

When first we met, that rosy lip 
A kmdly weleome siAU'd upon me ; 

• But yet iwas not that sunny smile, 

Though lirighi as op’ning day, that won me. 

W^hen Ill'll we,])-'itted, on thy lid 

I saw a gli.*'teiiing tear^fiiop quiver; 

It formed within my hedrt a spring 
Of lov% .shat flow's tliee for ever. 
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THOMAS HOOD. 

r • 

EUTM. 

She stood bteast higph amid the corn. 
Clasp'd by the jjolden light of morn, 
I/iko the sweetheart of the sun, 

‘Who many a glowhtg kiss had won. 

^ On her cheek an autumn fhish, 
Deeply ripened j — such a blush 
In the midst of brown waj^ horn, 

Like r4d poppies growjn with corn. 

I^/»und her eyes her tresses fell, 

. Which were Idackestmone could teP j 
But long lashes veil'd a light, 

That had else been all too blight. 

And her hat, with shady brim, 

Made her tressy forehead diint— 
Thus she stood luniJ the stouks 
Praising God with sweetest looks 

Sure, I said, Heav’u did not mean, 
Where I reap thou should'ai but glear 
V>oy thy sheai adown and come, 

Share my harvest and uiy home. 



THOM At llOOti. 


TO A C0L‘J> beauty. 

Lady, wotild*at thoQi heiress be ' 

To winter's cold and cruel part? 

When be aett the divers free* 

Thou d<Mt atiH lock up.tl»y heart ; 

Thou that should'flt outlast the snow 
But in the whiteness of thy brow I 

Scorn and cold neglect are made 
For winter gloom and winter wind ; 

But thou wilt wrong the summer air, 
Breathing^t to words unkind ; 

Breath which <nily should belong 

To love, to sunlight^ and to song ! 

0 

When the littlr buiH uiicltjse^ 

Ucd, and 'itul jncJ, and blue, 

And tliat flower, the ruse, 

Opes her heart to hold the dew,— 

Wilt thou look thy bov.oin up 

With no jewel m its cup ? 

Let not cold llecember sit 
Thus in love's peculiar throne ; 

Brooklets are not prison’d now, 

But crystal irosts are all agone ; 

And that whicli hangs uj>on the spray, 

It is no snow, but flowj^* of May ! ^ 
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^MIAHLES MACKAY 

SONO. 

» * « * 

What IS it ails thee, heart of mine ? 

That makes thee sorrow and repine, 

And in sweet Nature’s face no more 
Takes the same jdeasure as before ? 

Why, when the flovv’rets p^em the ground, 
And birds make iv.iisic all around, 

^nd each created thing is glad, 

Art thou so desolate and sad ? 

Time was^ when not a bird fould spring, 
But thou wert pleas'd to #.ear it sing, 
When wood<» and wilds were fair to see, 

A lui^. sunshine beautiful to thee, 

' » * 

^ciad heart of inim* ! by lovt- alone 
The darkness and tlie blight are thrown. 
'Tis f:ilselm»)d causes thy annoy, 

Thou’ St lost thy lover ami thy joy. 

Oil One ! my hapjiy times renew — 

All iiiitiin* smil's v^hen love is true: 
Would he he kmd, I’d not be sad, 

And little things should make me glad. 

Once more for me the biyla should sing, 
A^d liiuls makctinnsic wiihkhe spring, 
And Nature’s voi^e resound with glee, 
^'cre my false love but true to me. 
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H. G. ‘ADA it S.» 

A CA#IZONET. 

FoUl me, oh 1 fold tne in thine arms, love, 
That I may thrt-e forget 
The world, arid all its dire alarms, love,— 
Fear, sorrow, and regi‘et; 

Vain hopes, and still more vain desires. 

That wither and consume, — 

Passions, like meteoric fires, 

Or lights within a tomb. 

Press roe, oh, press me to Uiy breast, lo\e, 
And as 1 tii^c recline, 

Soothe me with thy sweet voice, to rest, love, 
rest, for rent 1 pine ; 

For >am weary 6f fhil lite — 

Wciry and ?ick .it heart, 

My w'aking hou^ with woes are rife — 

Sleep bid-s them all depart. 


MARY IlUSSEl MlTFORl). 

Love's CONFESSION. 

I love 

To visit my heart's 4rcfisure by that light 
When miserh seek their burifd hoards ; tqpsteal 
Upon the loved one, like i^icrmaid’s song. 
Unseen andjiioating betwnn sea and skyj 



!^8* 5HEE1DAN EVOW|«KS. 

To ci«ep iiprn her m Jo\e*g loV^hcbt hour, 

Not in hei dayiijjbt beauty, with the friarer 
Of the brii^ht iun around her, but thus purs*, . 

And white and delioate, niftier the rool moon, 

Or lamp ot alabaster. Thus I love 
. To think of thee, thou deat‘one ’ tluw with flowers 
About thee, and tiesh air, and sucli a light, 

And such a atillnees , thus I dream of thee t 


JAMCS SHERIDAN KNOWJ.ES. 

Tliy life was all one onth of love to mt ’ 

Sworn to Bio daily, homl)^ by thmr eyes, 

Which wlien they baw me, lighten’d up as though 
An aiigcl’^ pre*?tnci did tnliancc thtir sense, 

Tliit 1 h i\e setn then vtry coloitr (hange, 

Subliming into linrs ptst eirthhncbA 
’Inik of tlie adjjmatkon of the tongue— 

(’ompare Lo\e’s n imt — a sound which any bfe 
Maj pipe • a hrcuh ' — w^th holy love itself! 

Thou’rt not foi sworn, hi t ausc thou took’st no oath ? 
What wore thy accents, tin n ? — thy acc^i])ta t-r-teDine 
Oh ! the) did turn (by lighttst words to oaths, 
Vouching the burden of i love« fraught aoul ! 

Telling Jtale whuh ihy voiing niture caught 
With interest so dtip, was conn d hj heart 
BeiorSf 1 knew the fatal Vguintnt 



WAttER AAVAOE 




L p V B. 

>f cumiotethink }ov« thriven by Artificer 
Or can diaguUe it& mPO<lK and ahow its fiiee. 

I would not hide one potrtioti of my he^rt 
Whet^^d^^ivf it ancf did feel 'twas rif^ht, 
NorleTgna wish, to mask a wish that was» 
However to kee^f it. For uo cause except 
Myself would I be loved. What wcre*t to me, 

My lover valued me the more, the more 
He saw me comely in another’s eyes, 

When hib alone the vision I would show 
Becoming to ? I l^ve sought the reason oft 
They paint Love as u child, and still have thought, 
It was because true ifve, like infancy, 

Frank, trusting, unobservant of its mood, 

Doth ali«{r*its wish a| opct^ and means nd%i9ro I 


WALTER S.iVAGE LANPOH* 

SIXTEEN. 

In Clementina's artless mien 
Lucilla asks me what 1 sq^. 

And are the roses of sixteen 
* Enough for me f 

Lucilla asks if that be^ll, 

Have I not cull'd as sweet bofort 
All, yes, Irucillu! and their l'#l 
I Still deplore. 



Kyt) l|^UI«A STUART COSTLLLA. 

1 now beliold ..mother bcene, 

Where plbasure beams with heaven's own*' light, 
More pure, n^ore constant, more serene, 

And not less bright. 

^Faith, on wliose breast the loves repoap,*,^ 

Whose chiim of H<»wers no force can sever ! 

And Modesty, wlw* vvhen she goes. 

Is gone for ever. 


■r 

LOLlbA Mt'AUT C()STiaLA. 

SONG. 

Yes ! thou art chang’d since Mrst we met ; 

But *tis not that thy (heck has faded, 

Nor yei.': s like mine oi,\<iin r^*grt*t •. , 
T'lc lustie of thine eyes'havc shaded, * 
Around thcc linger fondly still, 

Kadi eharin that lured iny soul of yore, 

Thy lorm’s pure grace, thy tone's soft thrill ; — 
'Tis that wc meet, and love no more I 


Yes ! thou art changed ; what tongue had dared 
To tell me once wlnlt tune has proved thee ? 
Have I in vain thy sorrow shared, 

In pain, in Impeless absence loved thee! 

Like shells that through the.„wuve look bright, 
B\^n|||^Ki nml duU are cast on' shore, 

My<«^^n has lost i^ fairy light, 

SS^ovr we meet-^iand love no more 1 
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F. W. FABEn, M.A* 

SHF 18 BRIGHT AND YOUMQ. 

voiinp, and htr glory com«s 
Of an iUCiCiH aiKesti}, 

And J love for hei beaiit\*t, mKo to gaze 
On thi li^ht <ff htr iuU dark oye. 

^Sljo IS goiith ind still, ind hn voice is as loi^ 
As the von i of a fiumiiKr wind, 

And 1 dsetn sh anditficivlem s^ h ivc not left 
One btaiii on her {fiilish iniiid 

I felt thjyiild dream creip o\ci hkc sl« r|^ 

Moje t ^h*day I sta>vd, 0 

And in four short wetks iny heart was boiind up 
111 the In ail of tllbt highborn maid. 

• O the stir of love and its bt'iiing thrjills!*^ 
t never had known its powti , 

So 1 shut m} eyes and wt ly down the sirenrOi 
And might ha\e betn tin k to thia hoiii , 

• 

But she sung light songs at n >olcma tmiCi 
And the spell was gone for c \er, 

And who shall say ’twas a invtal thing 
Tiiut delicatt chain to aevit*? 
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ttBV. TlfaiMAS DAtB. 

' mtVlDBKt. 

If l 0 ik^ I lingered to avow 
Tbe latent flame my bosom pro^ti 
Vet!» Aiiresti clearest, deem not thou 
I feebly felt or lightly loved ; 

$ came not with the wealthier IhAng 

breathed thoir heartless vows to thee i 
Yet» maiden ! 1 have loved thee long, 

And not the less, though hopelessly. 

f 

For, oh ! 1 deem’d not it coi^ld be 
Yhat thou ihouldsi deign to smile on me ; 

For how should friendless misery gain ^ 
Tb^, pri^* by monarchs sovgh.. in vain ? ^ 
How sh^ld the falcon meet mat sun 
Whioh Sgles dam not gaxe upon t 


THOMAS NOON TALFOURa 


Apon the time 

MEi the clear depths of thy yet lucid ftoul 

tltped with the troubltoi^ of strange joy. 
As lfes>me unseen visitant from heaven 
Toaeh^d the ^ahn e that wreath'd ita images 
the dal^viog hope 



]ticiiAii)> 


That on iho mftrg^ of wui^fkca ttSgAtdi 
As lothrfo looo^in cmalioiy i> 0 © blfl«lr4 • 


When pansitKl turf Was air to iringed 
And cktoluMHlAtts by ethereal toueh 
jjmsin I, wore the lining of the 
As if about to melt in golden light 


; wa}k% 


Shapes of one heavenly vision ; and thy hcatf 
Enlarged by its new sympathy with one, 

Ciren bountiful to all ! 


iUrUARD MONKTON MIlkNES^ 

LO^E TH^IUKTS* » 

O let not words, the c alious shot) of 
Intrude betweei^thy silent soul and ranine t 
Try nc»t the choicest ever poet wrought | 

They all are discord in our life divltie* 

Smile not thine unbelief; hut hear and my 
All tbit thou wiU’Rt, and then iipoi^ Hty hreasi 
Tby graeious head in silent passion )fty» / 

^One little hour; and tell me which iilhomi. 

r 

Non let lu, live our love ; m aftci hours 
i rdt shall 0t4iandinaids ^ sweet me 
Hut he them not disturb th^ hobfor howen^ 
iThe Voiceless depths «f sympalhy^^^ 
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W. E SUHTEES, M a 

THE r 

In bnitinfr books with tiars smilts 
Young lovt hrttl spent iht- d 
But while hr t thii folks luj^uiles, 
Sleep sti ills th thu t u\va)i 

On soltist cout.li lu new \ luld Mrk 
• Ills \VL irv ht ul 1 ) u st 
He bit i> Hk 1 1 ( ni ( f i in } s c hi t k 
And then lu nukes Ins lusf 

Thfre slept he on i i mcf^hi d 
Ihan did Ohio] ns ^lact , 
Her'dimpling ih eU viluii he h ul fi^d 
< oiifesstd Ills lin^ iHijj trace 

O Love’ in j ii> now, I })my, 
lour fiundlv w I iinjurt 
'lea,! from her simU seiii ti icc. iw 
Or K iM. It on In i lu n l 


Sin ri)>vvnD iitiov niuvnn 

LOVF IN ASsr M F 

In love therr’s no such word as absence ! 

The one, like our n^ardian spirit, walkt 
Besn^^us ever, — sbine4 upon the beam — 
I’erfum^s the Bower-^am sighs in breeze! 



SIR tDW4Rl> UYTOtt BlUvrt. hJ5 

Itb pr< SI net* aunh brnutv 4o the ^#ld 
Th it all tkings beaiUifut ith likenchs aie*; * 

And augWt in sound moKt sv%e( t, to sia:ht^no8t fair. 
Breathes wuh its voice, of hkc its aspect smiles 


DOl I I. 

Bright I'lUf.'-lis (hr sun the Uiuls (hit aie to ^ir 
Like bong in Lilr ik j, uI\ (»m (he wing, 

Jn ct»ry im nl ilu limdiniKl Hours prepare 
I In »1( of Sjinug , 

But, ihshc I >M s tup not I 

T o me thii t m season biill h uh biLO, ^ 

In vMld-Ho1>eii»rtif e\h uistlesB treARUjjp, 
Ami wrlu'it the >ouiig lytd vioUt htst i^fts sein, 
Meilujuttlit to brnthe was pleasure, 
Dm, it she loses uu noil 

ilow, in thy twilight, nuirni, at eatli unknown 
Dim shape, the bu|h rstitious I o\c will stait 
How Hope itseH will tremble at its own 
Light shadow on tlie htart 
Ah, if she loll me not I 

Well , 1 will know tlse worst, and have the wind 
lo drift or drown the vtUtufo on ihi. wm# , 
Lih has two iiunds m gne^isclf most kiud^ 
Kei|^einhrance ara the Grave— * 
Mine, ii«hfe*ove me not 1 

it 
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'A. J. D E T E R E 

* LOVE AVCf^SOaiiOW, 

M hcncvcr undei bowers pf 

JL-ove, summer- trtss’d and vernal^ 

At morn or eve is seen to wander, 

A dark-cyed gnl 10 At bis side. 

No eye beholds the ^ irgin gliding 
fUnsand ili’d thionjrh the thicket’s glooms; 
Yet some have inaik d ht 1 sli idow moving 
I/rkq^t^igbt o er the whi^i blooms 

A goiai)^ bow the Biotin r tnmes, 

A'^UjlVei flute the bi ter beats, 

And iftf er at tht lattl moment 1;,^ 

,i'Uie notes md arrows *ily^in pairs • 

She iest<? her flute ujton her«bosoin, 

(^\h^lc up to hcMVcn his bow he rears») 

And as htr kisses make it tremble, 

Th It flute IS moiste led by hei teani. 

The lovely tw un WQ»*e horn together, 

And in the same shell cradle laid. 

And in the bosom ol one Mother 
TogttlRr slept, and sleeping played 

W kh bands into each otber*^ woven, * 

And whisperingJips that seem'd to teach 
|?\th other m tbeiVrosy motion ^ 

V hat still their IkYoatiCes learn fiom each. 



BICHAIt^ t07 

Proud of her Boy,«the 
To niortal and imioottii ^ftjii^ ^ 

But bid (because she dear<^i) 

The deepeti sweeteifljH^. 

Acce pt !f9|h, 
e^Oh'TB^liest 

For Grief has come nvMjaKdvc welcome, 

And love will comfe^mose who mourn- 


RiCUVRD BOWjOX 

80 VG. 

Thou art lovelier than the coming 
Of J}ic fairest flowers of Bpnng» 

Wtiwii the wild Beetwdhders humming, 
Like a blessed fairy thing 
Thou art lovelier than the breaking 
Of the orient crimsoned mom, 

When the gentlest winds arc shaking 
The dew-drops from the thorn. 

I have seen the wild fitters springing 
In wood, and fleld, and glen^ 

Where a thousand birds are singing, 
And my thoughts were of thee then ; 
For there^s nothing gladsons^ound me, 
Nothing beautiful to see, 

Since thy beauty spell 1^ bound mO, 
But IS Aoquent ^ th/e. 
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Rj:*V\ J.' M.OtJtTEJE 

** FORAlUT ? ** 

“ Target thee ? — If to dreim by night, and ttiiisc on 
thee by day, ^ 

If all the worship, deep and wild, c^n pay. 

Tt prayers in absence breathed for thee to Heiven*s 
protecting power, 

If wingtd thopgUts ^hat flit to thee — a thousand in an 

If hi thf6 With all «iy future lot,— 

It th getting, thou indeed shalfbe 



h— Bid the flirest birds forget then 
ane, 

r? ”-^Bid tl\e sea forget to beneath 
y moon , * , * 

Bid the thirsty flowers forget to dnnk the eve's refresh' 
ing dew , 

Thyself forget thine " own dear land,** and its moun- 
tdins wild and blue, 

Forget each old familiar face, each long remember^ 
spot,— • 

Vi^hen these things arc forgot by thee, then thou shall 
be fotgot 1 


Keep, if tbou wil:t> thy maiden peacp, sUll calm amc 

fluwy-free, 

For God forbid * thy gdadsome heart shfiuld grow lea 
1^1 ad for me ; A ^ 

Yet wMe that heart w VtillainwOtt, eh *■ bid net mui< 
to rove 



JOANIYA BAIttlE. 

But let it ntme ftB liumble fakh &tt4^i»Gumplaining 
love j • * 

If these preserved for'ustlent veirs. at last avail me 
not» 

Forget me then. -^jjiit Ae*er believe tiiat thou san’st 
be forgot 1 . 


JOANNA BAIX^LIB 

A lover's wish. 

# 

O! were I conscious tliat within her brMt, 

I held some portion of her 4®“r regard,'*^ H 
TViough penf lor l»f«? wiihm a prison’s waU%,^ 

Where t&iugh my grate «I }^et mig^t soau;tiii((q 
B’en but hei shadow sjtorting ia tho sun i 
Though plac’d by fatiP where some obstructing boond* 
Some deep impasi^ablo between us roll’d^ 

And I might yet, fhmi some high cowering clilf 
Perceive her distant mansion from afar. 

Or marh its blue smoke rising^ eve and morn ; 

*Nay, thou^ within the circle of the moon 
Some* spell did fix her, never to return, 

And 1 might wander in the hours of night, 

Amd upwar^ tu|rn mineeevorogaith^^^s, 

Fondly to oAurk upotf its varied 49^" 

Some little spot that might bst dw<itlliig he ) 

My fond, my fix|d heart would still 
And own no other love« 
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CH ARL£S * SWAIN. 

CANZOlitet* 

The flower thou ]ov*8t-*the.flovMlb,(Ui lov*st — 
Oh 1 would 1 were that blesBed flower ; 

To be with thee where’er thou rov'st, 

. Thine own youn^ heart, iny beauteous bower : 

To fee] thy warm lips, soft and sweet, 

Bi^athe fondly o’er my crimson bloom : 

’Twcrc bliss to die if thus to meet 
So kind a death — ^so fair a tomb ! 

The flower th8u lov’st — oh ! ’^were indeed 
A fate of unalloyed delight ; 

Thus on ^hy beauty’s breath to feed, 

Alhd gemly fade in thy Ic^’thsight ; 

For oTi ; wlien every leaf was gone. 

That once thine eyes with light could fill 

In spiril I would linger on, 

And float, in/ragranoe, round thee still. 


SAMUEL ROGERS. 

ON A LAI?Y ASLEEP. 

Sleep in, and dream of heaven Swhife, 
Tiiough shut so close thy laughing eyes, 
Th)r»iosy lips still wear a smile, 

And move and breaths delicious s%h8 1 — 



EDWAHD MQjCON. 


Ahi now sofl b)U6>ms tinge li^r oh<>c]^ 

And n^ntle o'er ner neck of enow, 

Ah ! noiv she murmurs, now she epeaks 
What most I wtsH^-^Ad fear to know? 

She starts, she tn^jMbles, and she weeps, 

Ver fair hands folded on her breast. 

— And now, how like a saint she sleeps, 

A seraph in the realms of rest. 

Sleep on secure,— above controul, 

Thy thoughis belong to heaven and thee, 

And may the secrets of thy soul 
Remain within sanctuary. 


EDWARD- MQXON. 

‘scwjnIt. 

• 

My Love she ia a lowly hut sweet flower 
. And I would wear her in my breast, for she 
^ Js full of fragrance, and such modesty 
•That 1 ev’n sanctify that precious hour. 

When first my eyes her worshippers became. 

, He, who hath mark’d the of ciiing rose in spring, 
Hi|th seen but portion small of her ^ sing. 

For Fortune if I struggle, or for Fame, 

^Tia that, unworthy, 1 may worthy by 
Of her, t^ mhiden with the dark black hai|^ 

And darker eyes. My only wish to share 
The sunless sums low sunk beneath the sea, 

Is that with it 1 might my Jrue love gieet, 

Amd lay the too small Treasure at her fecL 



11*2 


I).. JJ. M O J Rf 

WHEN* THOU AT EVENTIDE ART BOA^INa, 

When tl\pu at eventide roaming 
Along the elm-o’ershaded walk, 

Where, past, the eddying atr^tMi ia foaming 
Beneath its tiny cataract— 

Where I with thee waa wont to talk,— 
Think thou upon the days gone by, 

And heave a sigh ! 

“ViJ^eri sails the moon above the mountains. 
And cloudless skies are purely blue. 

And sparkle in the light the ^untaias, 

And darkeifc frowns the lonely yew — 

Then be thou melancholy tJb, 

When musing on the liours 1 proved 
With tiiee, beloved I 

Wlien wakes the dawn tipoif the dwelling, 
And lingering shadows disappear, 

And soft tbe woodland songs are swelling 
A choral anthem on thitie ear, 

Think — for that hour to thought is deart 
And then her Right remembrance wings 
To by-past things. * 

To me, through every season, dearest ; 

In every scene — ^by day — by night. 

Thou present to ipy mind ^paarest ( 

A qJliichless star — for ever bright ! 
M^soliiary, sole delight ! 

Alonw— 'in grove— b 3 ^shore-^at set, 

1 thi^k of thee ! 



IIS 

HEMl^Y SlSjSl SOtj. 

TO A*NN1£. 

0 bonnie is the sunii^er wreatb» 

And fair the summer boiiverii 

\\ hen fre8hnera.4MBgar8 on the 
^ And fragrance hlb the fltmeri 
And bweedy gWs the mellow grape 
Upon the sunny wall, 

But on thy lips one rosy smile 
Is brighter still than all-^ 

Annie ! brighter still than all. 

Soft) soft are strains of music breathed 
In mourn fulnes^ or glee ; * 

And blithe the spirit-stiiriug toiiea 
Ot aijjrient melody ; 

Anifjayous is the dance*, 

Anvl gay the stately ball ^ 

And passing swetft the voice of song : 

But sweeter thine of oil**— 

Annie 1 sweeter thine of all. 

Full many a sunset eve 1 watch 
The lines of fading iiglft ( n « 
i^nd wander forth to track the stars 
That gem each cloudless night; 

1 gaze upon the silver moon, 

And%iarK thtf meteors ^11^ 

But feel that one fond glance of thine, 

Were worth their glories all — 

AnnieJ w^h their glories#!!* 



THOXMH MILLEH. 


Vj4c 


Flove my <jilJhood*s earlics^hoine. 

Ami gvcry schoolboy ppor$ : 

Ami live again those Happy hours 
VVhose^ight was hee^ uoc ; 

And every friendly face [ love 
Which memory can reeall^^ 

Blit thine dear partner of ray heart 
Far, far the best of all — 

Annie ! far the best of all. 


THOMAS MILLER. 


SONG. 

My Mary plucked a full-blown rose, 

And placed it on her peerless breast ; 

The swftet flower boWe^ its crimson hedll|^ 
An^ fondly pressed its snWy nest ; 

The emerald leaves were gen^y stirred, 

J ust as her rising bosom shook, 

Like the white plumage of a dove, 

Tnat coos beside some breezy brook 

Ob ! had 1 been that^iagrant rose, 

Which on her gentle bosom blushed, 

Or revelling ’mid those heaving sighs, 

Whose breathing music none liatli hushed, — 
Lived in the beat^g of her^heart, ' 

Or caught her eye in tranquil rest ; 

Or |)ept where lay that happy rose, — 
Theu^had 1 been fur ^ver blest. 
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T:H0MAS GAMPBELli. 
abb^nob. 

'Tis not the los^^^oye's Assurance, 

It i& not doubung what thou art, 

iut 'tis the too, too long endurance 
Of absence^ that afflicts iny heart 

The fondest thoughts two hearts can cherish, 
When each is lonely doom’d to weep, 

’ Are fruits on desert iblea that perish. 

Or riches buri^ in the deep. 

• • 

What though, uotiached by jealous madness, 
Our bosom’s peace may to wreck ; 

Th’^^ubtinghc^rt, th^t breaks with ladnoss, 
Is flit more sloi^ly^doom’d to break. 

Absence !-^IS not the soul torn by it 
From more than lights fu life, or breath ? 

’Tis Lethe’s gloom, but not its quiet, — 

Tlie pain without the peace of death. 


BO Q, 

Drii^ yd to her that each«loves best. 
And if you nurse a flame 
That’s told but to her mutual breast, 
We wilt not as)^her|laine. 



THOUAt CA1ir»ELt.. 


^Enough, f/hile memory tira%cef> and glad 
Paivte siienily the fair> * 

That each should dream of joys he’s had; 
Qr ydt may hope to fhares. 

Yet far, far hence be Jest^OT^^ast 
From hallowed Umughts so dear ; 

But drink to them that we love most, 

A& they would love to hear. 


CAR0(.1NC. 

ril bid th^ hyacinth to blow, 
ril teach my grotto greflti to he j 
And sing my true love, all below 
The holly bower aud rayvtie-tree. 

• • , 

There all his wild-wood sweets to bring, 
The sweet south wind shaft wander by, 
And with the music of his wing 
Delight my nistling canopy. 


Come to iny close and clustering bower, 
Thou spirit of a milder clime. 

Fresh with the deWs of fruit and flower 

E ouiitain heath, and moory thyme. 

^ 1 thy rural echoes confe, 

Sweet comrade of the rosy day, 
Wafting tlie wild bee's gentle hum, 
cuckoo's plai^ive joundela^* 



ttlOMAB CAMfBfiLL. 
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Wherever 4lty morning piay^ d 

• Whatever irtts of ottaSk laim^i 

* Come to niy hloMm^woireh id^ade, ' 

Thou watkdcftnl^ wind o^fii&tr*Iand. 

• 

For sure'f^Dn^ome enchanted ide 
Where Heaven and Love their Sabbath hofd» 
Where pute and happy spirits sihile, 

Of beaut/s fairest) brightest mould ; 

From some green Fden of the deep, ^ 

Where Pleasure's sigh alone is heaved. 
Where te^ of rapture lovers weep, 

Endear^i undoubting, undeceived t 

# 

From some Bwef*t paradise afar, 

• Thy musje wanders, distant, Wst-— 

* * Where Naturw lights her leading s^ 

And love*is ndver, never cross’d. 

^ * 

.Ah gentle gale of Eden bowers, 

If back thy rosy feet should roam, 

To revel with the cloudless Hours 
In Nature’s more propitious home, 

'Name to thy loved Elysian grovesi 
That o'er enchanted spirits twine, 

A fairer foni| than cherub loves, 

I Add 1(^ the name he Caroline^ 
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AMKI-IA OPli:. 

*rHB virgin’s ^ riRST i-ovr. 

Yea, — sweet is the joy wheno^ bhishi iitipart 
Tile youthful dlfection that Jiows in the heart, 

It prudence, and duty, and reason approve 
The tmiid delight ot the virgin’s first love. 

But if the fond viigin be destin’d to ft el 
A passion she must lu her bosom coin eal, 
licst parents relentless the flame disapprove, 
Whereas then the delight of tl^ viigin s insi love? 

• • 

If stolen the glance by whiclelovc is exprest, 

11 sighs when half heaved be with Unor supprest, 
If whiS|.ers of passton suspicion must iwov^ 
Whs’-e's then the delight ^f the virgin’s ffrst love ? 

Or if (ahl too faithful 0 witlr fo|plncsB she sighs 
For one who has ceased her affections tq prize, 

FoJ getting the vows by whose magic he stiove 
To gam tliat rich treasure the virgin’s first love,— 

If tempted by intereiW he ventOre (o shun 
The gentle affection lu> tendern^s^ won, 

Through passion’s soft maze with another to /bve, 
Where’s then the delight of the virgin’s fust love ? 

lliS^ye, when tlfe tale ot his freach'i/she hears, 
No^ beams with disdaiii, and now ^linens with tears 
Ah* what can the an*ow, then i angling, remove ’ 
Fard^eU the del.ght/>{‘ the virgin’s first love 1 



WA0B, 




And 8ee> sad af>inj^anion of.m^al (fMtreas, 

steals upon heft in healths fla^tfring 4r<ttt 
Oh ! §»jr(')y that bloom every fear should removal 
Ah ’ no I — .seek its caise in tho virgin^B fealt lovo. 

Still l)ri^ltt(‘r the appears on her cheeki 

Uer rvf boasts a lustre no languajEi'e can apeak • 
Hut vain are the hopes these appearances movOf 
Fonil prirt'nt ! they spring troto the vjriyin’a first love. 

And soon while unconscious that fate hovers near, 
Inle ho{u'*8 flattering smiles on her features^ ppcar. 
* Nt> struggle, no groan, his approaches to prove, 

Du Ai u ends the fond dream of the virgin’s first love 


THOMA'S yiTADE. 

TgR *reAit. 

There is a sweet Ral| in thy kisses, dear I 
That dvieli upoif thy lips, like ocean foam 
Dropp’d'tVom the whirling airs : what wandering tear 
Hath left the palace of its orbed home ; 

Stjavjijg from crystal over warm carnation, 

Unto thy lich mouth’s curvang almondirie, 

AVliere half its dew is minister’d to mine 
In*our fix’d greeting’s balmy implication* 

Be it the herald of a tempest-shower 
Knclouded in«lhf jieaVcii of ihj^ heart j 
Or hut a lunimcr drop, which the warm poffet 
Of love dotli to the air of sighs impart ; 

Like a true Becchant will l^drink it up, 

Ke^i'ping my mad lips klut^t^pnn the cup I 
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CAROLINE NORTON. 

woman’s onvotnoN t SR. 

And be not thou cast down, because thy lot 
The glory of thy dream reseuibleth not. 

Not for herself was woman first create, 

Nir yet to be man’s idol, but his mate. 

Still from his birth his cmdlcd bed she tends, 

The first} the last, the faithfuHebt of friends ; 

Still finds h^r place in 8icf:n||ss or in woe, 

Humble to comfort, strong to undergo ; 

Still in the depth wee*ping, sorrow trj^s 
To wat<!fi his death-bed witnher paliontcyesl 
AncTdoubt not thou — (altnoiJgh at times decci\cd, 
Outraged, insulted, slander'd, •cineh’d, and grieved ; 
Too often made a victim or a toy. 

With years of sorrow for an hour of joy, ' 

Too oft forgot 'midst Plcasine’s circling wiles. 

Or only valued for her rosy smiles) — 

That, in the frank and generous heart of man. 

The place she holds accords w ith Heaven’s high plan ; 
Still, if froig^|pi] dering sin reclaim'd at all, 
lie sees ii^S^the angel of Recall ; 

Still, ^ the sad ami serious hoifrs 
Turns to tlie sister, mother, friend, or wife; 

Vieifs witli a heart of fond and trustful pride 
His f^rhfu) partner b^;,hisfalm fire-side,- 



CAttOUKE NOHTQM. 


And oft, when hvr'jl of Fortune’s -fttikjfe gracr, 
Hleak ruini stares him darkly m the face, • 
Leans Ms faint head upon her kindly breast, 
And owns her power to apolhc him into rest — 
Owns what the gift of woman’s love is worth 
To cheer his toils upon earth 


TO TWILIGHT. 

Dear art thou to the lover, fbou sweet light, 

Hhir fleeting sister of the mournful night t 
As in impatient ho^w staitds apart, 
Companion'd only by hft beating heart i 
And with an eager fdticy oft beholds 
The vUioti of a white robefs fluttering folds 
Flit tlwtmSh the grower, aiit^ gafn the opcn*tnead, 
True to the hour by l^vlng^hcarts agreed I ^ 
At length she coraew Thd evening's holy grace 
Mellows the glory of her radiant face ; 

I The curtain of that daylight faint and pale, 
Hangs round her like the shading of a v«U ; • 
As turning with a bashful timid thought 
From the dear welcome she herself hath Soi^ht, 
Her shadowy profile drawn against the skjf 
Cheats while it charms his fond adoring eye* 
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nOBBftT €. SANDS. 

Say, when afar from mine thy home ahall be, 

Still will thy soul unchanging turn to me ? 

When other scenes in beauty round thee lie, 

Will^these be present to«ihy mental eye? 

Thy form, thy mind, when others fondly praise, 

Wilt thou forget thy poet’s humbler lays? 

Ah me I whnf is there, in ejtrtlf s various range, 

That time and absence may sadly change ! 

And con the heart, that s^ll demands new ties, 

New thoughts, for al^ its thousand sympi^fiies— 

The H;‘}xen heart, where*ev^ry seal may se^ • 

111 turn, its stamp — remain udaltered yet, 

While nature changes with each fleeting day. 

And seasons dance their varying course away? 

Ah ! shouldst thou swerve from truth, all else must pdH, 
That yet can feed with life this wiilured heart! 
Whate’er its doubts, hopes, its fears may be, 
were, oven in madness, faithtul still to thee, 

And shouldst tlir)ii snap that, silver chord in tw^n. 

The golden bowl no oihei links sustain ; 

Cnn^d in the dust, its fra^nents then must sink, 
And%e cold t)arth*its latest life-drops dfink. 
lllaive not, if oft, in melancholy mood, 

This theme, too f.n, sy:k fancy hath^pursued ; 

And i^the soul, whicli^igh»wi(h hope should beat, 
Turns to the gloomy grave’s unblessed retreat,^ 



ROBfiHT «AK&8* 
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But I will trust that hsm trliert tru^^ moiu', 

In lovolUat guise^ sits radiant pn bar throAe ; 

An4 tfiul believing^ fear iiotal| 

Ot absence dr^ar, or tiina% mo^ baur* 

If e’er I sigh to win the ^eatns of fame# 

Ainl xMiic on raemory ll^ci oil a deathless namo^ 

’T its%ut thy loved, approving smile to meet| 

And lay the budding lauiels at thy feet. 

Il e’er for woildly wealth 1 htave a sigh, 

And glitteiing visions float on fancy’s eye, 

*T is but with rosy wreaths tfiy path to spread, 

Aiftl place the diadem on beauty's head. 

^Quoen of my thought#» each subject to thy sway, 

Thy ruling presence livefbut to obey ;• 

And &liuuidst thou eVf their blessed allegiance slight, 
uiiiid fnust wander, loaf in endim night. 

Tare well I forget mhen others gAte 

Enamoured on thee, with tht looks of praise ; 

\\ hen weary leagues betorc my view are entt, 

^iid each dull hour seems heavier than the last, 
Forgot me not May joy thy steps attend, 

And inayst thou find in every form a friend ; 

^Wuh care unsullied bo thy evtry thought ; 

And ui thy duams of home, forget me not! 
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EVAN Rl/isE. 


80NQ or TflE rORSAEEH. 

< Tlic mountain paths ar<^ beatitifii} 
Where once thy footsteps trod, 
And softly wave the tall^een trees 
Avon rid our lone nlfOde ; 

The evening’s mystic nVe Indies 
Are floating on the air, 

Add all tiling mingle luto rest 
' - But thou, thou ^rt*4)^ thei e. 

In every glade, on every hill, 
la left a trace of thee — 

Along the course of evciy strea n, 
And by the boundless sea ; 

But suintiier shifles less gloriously 
Creation is less fair, 

And every flower has lost a leaf, 

For now then art not there. 

When laughing youth is by my side, 
When every foce speaks gli^*, 
find sounds of lysppiacss arise, 

I only think of thee t 



tom fosK icmHCft*. 

y^han roaViing in aoltcfile 
O'er mountains lone and bar^ 

•In heavinees ^ heart f cry-^ 

** If thou, if thouiirert there I ** 

' #* 

Thou 8tood*jBt the e^^rk of the place, 
A fresher shade to breathe, 

Along each scene of loveliness, 

And sumiiier'a fairest wreath ; 

No form of fraU humanity 
May once with thee compare— 
No peace— no joy can e'er he mine. 
Till thou again art there. 


LORD JOHN MANNERS. 


STA>^.VS, 


Most bcAutirul, 1 love thee 
By thy eye of melting blue, 

Jii hfe mid death 1 'Improve me 
* Faithful, kind, and true I 

Moat beautiful, I ^ve thee ! 

By the4ieftrt Rigt now I give, - 
, Oil I let my frnd prayers move thee 
*To bid me lioge mid live I 
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ALLAN CUNNINGHAM' 

r 

“ AWAKE MY LOVE.** 

Awake my love I ere morning's ray 
Throws olF night’s weed of pilgrim grey ; 

Kre yet the hare, cowered close from view, 
Licks from her fleece the clover dew ; 

Or wild swan shakes her snowy wings ; 

By hunters roused from secret springs ; 

Or birds upon the boughs uv^kc, 

Till green Arbiglands’ wtfDdlands shake. 

* u 

She combed her curling ringlets down, . 

Laced Her green jhpei^ and«tlnspcd hel slvoon, 
And from her home bk Hrejiton-burri 
Came forth the rival If >ht of jnorn. 

The lark’s song dropped, now loud, now hueh— 
The goldspink answered from the bush-^ 

The plover, fed on heather crop, 

Called from the misty mountain lop. 

f 

'Tie sweet, she said, \\liile thus the day 
^''Crows into gold from sihery grey, 

To hearken, heaven, and bush, and brake, 
Ina^yaot with sovl of 8ong*awake-*- . 

*!ro see tlie smoke in many a wreath, " 

Btirjiam blue fVom hall and bower beneath, 
Where yon blithe mower hastes a£ong, 

With glittering scyt^iS adll rustic &ong. 



*¥ 0 ^ lively o9ie4 nod doiMhOu 
«»oral of yon OafoUiiig >«rk { 

TaK|4t thou from Kature*s o^tuHe^Uer tottgtn 
Tlie warning preccift o^er son^ ! 

Each bird that alij||^ea tno dewy grove. 
Warms its wild note with nuptial love^ 
The bird, the bee, with various sound. 
Proclaims t^e sweets of wedlock round4 


ELIZABETH K, BARRETT. 

THE <tOMF£8etON. • 

rhere IS a language by the virgin made, 

Not^ead but iV^t, not ut^r'd but b<j(ray*d, 
AfUutr communion, vet so wondious sweet, 

Eyes must imj>«ift wlAt tongue can ne’Sr repeat. 
’Tis written oiT her elfeeks and meaning brows j 
In OIK* short glance whole volumes it avows ; 

In one short moment tells of many days, 

In one short speaking .silence all conveys. 

Joy, sorrow, love recounts — hope, pity, fear, 

And looks a sigh, and weeps without a tear. 

Oh ! *tis 80 chaste, so touching, so refined-^ 

So soft, so wistful, (io sincere, so kind ! 

Were^eyc^s melodious, and could music shower 
Froxf orient ?ays new strilAng on a 
Such heavenly music from that glance might rise, 
And angels the music of The skies. * 
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llBV. OR OBOE CROE 

BEA VTT. 

I’ve seen the eye of sttony blue, 

And iips^ like rubies dipt in de«e, 

And hicks in sunny radiance wreaihiiig, 
And forms, like alabaster breathing; 
And felt that Beauty never stole 
A lasting fetter on the soul ; 

As lightning swift) and frie as wind, 
The mind alone can chain the mind. 

It is^o'c in the witchAy^ 

Of rosy lij), or azure eye, 

Nor in the deeper sacrifice 
Of c\iecka abash’d^and \VhisperM sigjis# 
iAght as the meteor's glance 

Tl startles from the tempting trance; 

Or won : — as quickly lost as won, — . 
Waves its blight pinion, and is gone. 

Where then to find the spell that flings 
The fetter on these W'av’ring wings / 
'Tis in the native truth of heart, 

That scorns the thought of female art, 
That keenly thrill'd by joy or pait^ 
(Disdains the^hriU to fiide«or feign^ 
And anxious but one heart to nioA% 
oToUs not ^.br triumph, but for love. 

On his wild plu .ic this fetter «wine, 
%'he wand'rer's ^lune,'^' and ever thine. 



RBV. (aSOROK CROLY. 
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^)Ti ! ’ITiouW give you fact and argument^ 

Brought trom all earth-^U life — all history; — 

^ ^tell of gentle liveB, 
Light RB the lark*s up<m the morning cloud, 

StrRek down, at once, by the keen shaft of lovof 
Of hearts, that flowVt like founts of happiness, 

Dried into dust bj the wild flame of love; 

Ofmaiden beauty, wasting all away, 

Like a departing vision into air, 

Til^ve filling her sweet eyes witli midnight tears, 

Till death upon its liosom pillow'd her; 

Of noble nature sout'd ;^rich minds obicured ; 

High hopes turn'd lifank ; nay, of the king's crown 
‘Mouhierrtig amid the cinbhrs of the throiw ; 

And paint hiSi as a child, — 

When he should sit, on his cloud 

'J'lu' great disturbing spiritVif the world. 

DOM r: STIC I. OVE. 

Domestic love ! not in jiroud palace lialls 
Is often seen thy beauty to abide ; 

Thv dwelling is in Jowly cottage walls, 

Thai in the thickets of the woodbine liide; 
it!i hum of bees argund, and from the side 
Of woody hallH som9 little bubblShg spring, •• 
Shining along through banks with hare^lla^dyed ; 
And many a bird, to warble on the wing, 

^Vhc•n morn hei^aflVojr rgbc^i^^r heaven and Airth do^ 
Ihng. 



LLXQR ItUMl 


O love of loves i *10 Ay white haniHasgitreti 
Of oerfhly fieppinoss the gulden key; 

Thine are the joyous hours of winter's even, ^ 
When the babes chiig^rouifd their father's knee; 
And thtne the \oice that oti'^e midnight sea 
Melts the rude mariner with thoughts of home, 
I’eo^ling the gloom with all he longs to see. 
Spirit 1 I’ve huiH a shrine , and thou hast come, 
And on Its altar closed — for ever dostd thy plume! 

LEIGH HUNT. 

ROSES, % 

We are blushing roses,* 

Bending with our fulness, 

'Midst our clrse-cipp'tj^ sister oui^ 
Wanning the 8 coolness 

WhatsoL ei of benity « 

Vi arns and yet reposes, 

Blush, and bosom, and sweet breath, 

1 ook <i sh xpe in roses. 

Hold one of iis*|jghl1j%“~ 
bee from ^^hat a slcndei 
Stalk we bow r in heavy blooms, 

And roundness rich and tendci. 

QCnow jou hot our onlj 

RivaLlow’r, — the hum in T 
Loveliest weight on lightest foot, 

^ d^oy abundant' worm]} ? 
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Ob ! the gowan’s in tlie ana me winter is Awa^ 

^ ml through the budding birkcn tree the ^ 


breezes Idow ; 


And my heart’s wi* iif>' lassie, though my lassie's gang 
irae me — 

Oh ! A\y heart is wi' my lassie, for wliaro else coull 
Xt be ? 


4\hy did she leave t^e hawthorn vale, for the city's 
glitt'ring show ; * * 

She’b no like to the city d lines — iht‘y’ re Mo like her, 
ah ! ifg t * ^ ^ 

Then teoics aiefu’ wariUy pud/, l)ut soul is in 
hrt e’e, * ^ \ ^ 

And >c’se get a hliulf u’ betmty gin ye roy lassie seel 


sAiul It’s — ^*ohI wi* her to wander far iiae tlie city’s din, 
Wharc the boimie siicains itieaader — the singii^^ur- 
nies nn ; — 

^Whaie the lav / lock i'. pij)ing«liis music in the duds, i 
Ami tliL blackbird is pouung bis wild notes in tlfe 


•woods ' 


Oh 1 her love is^ever tr^, and her heart is over warm, ’ 
And her srAle to nature's lovoluiess, it addi%notber 
channT 4 ^ 

oil ! the gowan'^ in the g1eti,^ii(l tlm lily’s <m the lea* 
And my heart is ivi’ ^ydissie — where' ei^ihy lissie be^ 



«^'ARA COLEHIDGR^ 

8 0 N^o . 

Many a fountain coo) and shady 
May the traveller’s eye invite ; 

One among them all, sweet Lady, 

Seems to flow tor his delight 
In many a tree the wilding bee 
Might safely hide her honey’d store . 

One hive alone the bee will own, 

She may not trust her sheets to moi e. 

f 

Say'st thou, ’’ C in that maid be fairer 7 
Shows lu r lip d livelier dye ? 

Hath she treasurts richer, rarer? 

< an she better lov^ tn n 1 7** 

^ liat formed the ipt 11 1 ne’er could tell, 
But sublli must Its working be, 

Since, from the hour 1 ftlt its pow'r 
No luirtr face I nish to sec 

Light-wing’d Zrphyi, ere he settles 
On tlic lovelii St flower that blows, 

Nevei Ftay«« to count thy petals, 

Dear, delicu us fragrint Rose! 
s^er featuit s*-bn^ht tlude »ny sigh^, 

1 know n^t how lur trisses lie; 

‘ In fancy’( ninre inv spnit plays, 

.When die with aU her charms la nigh 





J A M 1 N - SIM M O N K 

TO A LOV£B^OPJ^OWERB« 

Still gentle Lady, Perish flowcrp>«*^ ^ 

• True fairy friends are they. 

On whom of ol^thy cloudioag houra 
Not one Is thrown away, 
liy them, unlike man’s ruder race, 
r No care conferred is spurn'd. 

But all thy fond and fostering grace 
A thousand-fild return'd. 

• • 

The rose repay^hce all thy smiles— 
The stainless lily rdurs 
IJipw^n the chaflfce of its '^iles 
As sparkling tiiy^vatn. 

The glances of lliy glajd’ning eyes 
Not thanklessly aie piiur’J ; 

Jn tl'e blue violet's tender ihes 
Behold them all resitorM. 


Yon bright carnation — <mce thy cheek 
Bent o’er It 111 the bud ; 

♦And back it gives thy blushes meek 
In one rejoicing tlood ! 

That b.aliri«lh'LS«tre.'(^iiic(l alldthy sigh j, 
TluJl snowdrop ttiuoliM thy brow, 
Thus, not a charm of tlnne sliA die, 
Thy ]>aiut«l people jrtwv'. 
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VENiv.y 

ON L b V 1 N U . 

}{|ive 6|P^iQeiibing still to loye, o'en tho* it bo 
Khught but a flower ^le worm below 
Tby feet itself — for Love aJ^ Hope are so 
Twlnu’d with each other, closely joniM .■»« the 
t'sTb'fsi^ie-buds on one stalk, that still where we 

tbesO) too, we hope; and these, ycu know,* 
Are the springheads of being, whence must lio^v 
Its relish and its charm ; an eye to sec 
A}1 fltings with love, that is the highest good 
Yea, all in one ! it is the micr^cope, 

With which ngw worlds of beauty we may ope, 

£'cn In tbe smallest thing that«'ound us lies ; 

And yet the telescope, wi^h which to show* 

Glories bej*ond the srrs, and Qj)en throw * ^ 

The gates of heaven ! fOr,wl|cre love is, what should 
ITiere not be^also? Lav6 can* grasp the sku ^ ! 

And he who simply loves has all he could 
Of bliss, in each of its varieties ; * 

Lo^il how small a space, all Paradise! 

ROBE R T A il 1 S WILL M O T 1 

To FANNY. 

The spiin of mine pyes is faint 
^ With gazii^ on (hy'ligli* ; * 

Inclose in Y eyelids, and within 
I see tire shining bright, 

Glowing through the mist ot ^ooin, 

^ Like flower-bii\T aMii^ht ! 










